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Unper the willows; in the trampled maize; | 
Midst up-torn vines, and shatter’d mulberry rows ; 


In rice-fields, corn-fields, dykes by dusty ways, 





And cottage-crofts, where the gold gourd-flower blows 
Swathes of Death's scythe, wielded for two long days 

‘he dead lie thick and still: foes all at peace with foes. 

Il. 

So many nameless dead! no meed of glory 

For all this blood, so freely pour'd, is theirs ; 
Yet each life here link'd many in its story 

Of hopes and loves and hates, of joys and cares. 
Of these unhonor'd sleepers, grim and gory, 
Who knows out of the world how much each with him bears? 


lil. 
These were all sons or sires; husbands or brothers ; 
Bread-winners, most of them, for homes afar. 
This a sick father’s stay; that a blind mother's; 
For Aim in Paris, ‘neath the evening star, 
A loving heart its care in labor smothers, 
Till taught by arms of price, how far they strike—/ow far | 


’ 
IV. 
Cry! let the poor soul wrestle with the woe 
Of that bereavement. Wh takes thought of her? 
Through the illumined streets the triumphs go; 
Under her window waving banners stir, 
And shouting crowds to Notre Dame that flow. 
Ilide, mourner, hide the tears which might such triumphs blur! 





A GOOD FIGHT. 
BY CHARLES READE. 


AUTHOR OF “LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG,” ETC. 
— -_ 
CHAPTER L 
Nor a day passes over the earth but men and women of no note 
do great deeds, speak great words, and suffer noble sorrows. Of 
these obscure heroes, philosophers, and martyrs, the greater part 
will never be known till that day when many that are great shall 
e small, and the small great: but of others the world’s knowledge 
may be said to sleep. Their lives and characters lie hidden from na- 
tions in the very annals that record them. The general reader can 
not feel them, they are presented so curtly and coldly: they are not 
like breathing stories appealing to his heart, but little historic hail- 
stones striking him only to glance off his bosom: nor can he under- 
stand them; for epitomes are not narratives, as skeletons are not 
human figures. 
rhus records of prime truths sometimes remain a dead letter t« 
plain folk; the writers have left so much to the imagination, and 
magination is so rare a gift. Here, then, the writer of fiction may 
¢ of use to the public—as an interpreter. 


There is a musty chronicle, written in tolerable Latin, and in it a 
chapter where every sentence holds a fact. Here is told, with harsh 
brevity, the strange history of a pair, who lived untrumpeted, and 
died unsung, four hundred years ago; and lie now, as unpitied, in 
that stern page, as fossils in a rock. Thus, living or dead, fate ise 
still unjust to them. Yet if I can but show you what is involved in 
that dry chronicler’s words, methinks you will correct the indifference 
of centuries, and give those two sore-tried souls a place in your heart 

for a few weeks. 
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sovereign of France; Edward IV. was wrongful King of England ; ‘* And I say Richart and Jacob were the flower of the flock.” sobbed 
and Philip ‘‘ the Good,” having by force and cunning dispossessed Catherine. 
his cousin Jacqueline, and broken her heart, reigned undisturbed | Phe little coffer was empty aga 1 to fill it they gathered like 
this many years in Holland, where our tale begins. ants. In those days speculation was pretty much confined to the 

Gerard, and Catherine his wife, lived in the little town of Tergou card-and-dice bus s. Gerard knew no way to wealth bat the 
He traded, wholesale and retail, in cloth, silk, bre wi holland, and, | slow and sure on A penny saved is a penny gained,” was his 
above all, in curried leather, a material highly valued by the mid- | humble creed. All that was not requis for the business. and the 
dling people, because it would stand twenty years’ wear, and turn a | necessaries of life. went into the litt ffer with steel bands and 
knife if not fresh sharpened ; no small virtue in a jerkin of that cen- | florid key hey denied themselves in turn the humblest luxuries, 
tury, in which folk were so liberal of their steel: even at dinner a | at i then, catching one another's looks led; perhaps with a great- 
man would leave his meat a while, and carve you his neighbor, on a | er joy than self-indulgence has to bestow And so in three years 
very moderate difference of opinion. | more they had gleaned enough to set up their fourth sop as a mas- 

The couple were well to do, and would have been free from all ter tailor, and their eldest daughter a robe-maker, in Tergou 
earthly care, but for nine children. When these were coming into Here were two more provided for: their own trade would enable 
the world, one per annum, each was hailed with rejoicings, and the |} them to throw work into the hands of this pair. But the coffer was 
Saints were thanked, not expostulated with; and when parents and drained to the dregs, and this time the shop toc bled a little in goods 


children were all young together, the latter were looked upon as 
lovely little playthings invented by Heaven for the amusement, joy 


’ 








if not in coin. 


Alas! there remained on hand two that were unable to get their 


and evening solace, of people in business. bread, and two that we unwillir The unable ones wer ; 
But as the olive branches shot up, and the parents grew older, | Giles, a dwarf, of the wrong sort. half st ipidity half malice, all head 
and saw with their own eyes the fate of large families, misgivings | and claws and voice. run from by ind unprejudiced females, 
and care mingled with their ilove. They belonged to a singularly | and sided with through thick and thin by his mother ; 2. Little Cath 
wise and provident people: in Holland reckless parents were as rare | erine, a poor girl that could only 1 crutches She lived in 
as disobedient children. So now when the huge loaf came in on a pain, but smiled through it, with ber marble face and violet eves 
gigantic trencher, looking like a fortress in its moat, and, the tour | and long silky lashes: and fretful or repinine word never ame from 
of the table once made, seemed to have melted away, Gerard and | her | ps rhe unwilling ones were Sybrandt, the youngest. a ne 
Catherine would look at one another and say, ‘‘ Who is to find bread do-weel, too much in love with play to work, and Cornelis, the eld 
for them all when we are gone?” st, who had made calculations of his own, and stuck to the hearth 
At this observation the younger ones needed all their filial re- | waiting for dead men’s shoes. Almost worn out by their repeated 
spect to keep their litthe Dutch countenances; for in their humble efforts, and above all dispirited by the moral and physical infirmi 
opinion dinner and supper came by nature like sunrise and sunset, | ties of those that now remained on hand. the anxious c uple would 
and, so long as that luminary should travel round the earth, so long | often say, “‘ What will become of all hen we shall be no longer 
must the brown loaf go round their family circle, and set in the | here to take care of them? But when they had said this a good 
stomachs only to rise again in the family oven. But the remark | many times, suddenly the domest horizon cleared, and then they 
awakened the national thoughtfulness of the elder boys, and being | used still to say it, because a habit is a habit, but they uttered it 
often repeated set several of the family thinking, some of them good half mechanically now instead of deap tly, and added brightly 
thoughts, some ill thoughts, according to the nature of the thinkers. | and cheerfully, “but thanks to St. Bavor nd all the saints, there's 
“* Kate, the children grow so, this table will soon be too small.” Gerard ; 
“We can not afford it, Gerard,” replied Catherine, answering not = - 
his w ords, but his thought, after the manner of women 
Their anxiety for the future took at times a less dismal but more —— a 
mortifying turn. The free burghers had their pride as well as the Youne Gerard was for many years of his life a son apart and dis 
nobles; and these two could not bear that any of their blood should | “Met; olject of no fears and 1 eat hopes, No fears; for he was 
go down in the burgh after their decease. going into the Church ; and the C! ild always maintain her 
So by prudence and self-denial they managed to clothe all the | children by hook or by crook in those da; no great hopes, because 
little bodies, and feed all the great mouths, and yet put by a small | bis family had no interest with the grea get him a benefice, and 
hoard to meet the future; and, as it grew, and grew, they felt a | the young man’s own habits were frivolous, and, indeed, euch a r 
pleasure the miser hoarding for himself knows not. : cloth merchant would not have put with in any one but a clerk 
One day the eldest boy but one, aged nineteen, came to his mo- that was to be. lis two main trivialities were reading and j 
ther, and, with that outward composure which has so misled some | ™4nship, and he was so wrapped up in them that often he could 
persons as to the real nature of this people, begged her to intercede hardly be got away to his meals Phe y was never long enough 
with his father to send him to Amsterdam, and place him with a | fr him: and he carried ever a tir < and brimstone matches, 
merchant. “It is the way of life that likes me: merchants are and begged ends of « i ftl reas which he lighied at 
wealthy; I am good at numbers; prithee, good mother, take my reasonable hours—ay, even at eight of the clock at night in winter 
part in this, and I shall ever be, as I am now, your debtor.” “ | when the very Burgomaster was abed. FEndured at home, bis prac 
Catherine threw up her hands with dismay and incredulity tices were encouraged by the monks of at hboring convent. They 
“What, leave Tergou!"” ’ had taught him penmanshi; ! t d to teach | until or 
‘What is one street to me more than another? If I can leave | 4#y t! ’ ver mt : at he was teachie 


the folk of Tergou, I can surely leave the stones 

‘* What! abandon your poor father now he is no longer young ?” 

** Mother, if I can leave you, I can leave him.” 

“ What, leave your poor brothers and sisters that love you so 
dear?” 

* There are enough in the house without me.” 

““What mean you, Richart? Who is more thought of than you? 
Stay, have I spoken sharp to you? Have I been unkind to you?” 

“Never that I know of; and if you had, you should never hear 
of it from me. 
his eye, ~ 


Mother,” said Richart gravely, but the tear was in 
it all lies in a word. And nothing can change my mind. 
There will be one mouth less for you to feed.” 

“There now, see what my tongue has done,” said Catherine, and 
the next moment she began to cry. For she saw her first young 
bird on the edge of the nest trying his wings to fly into the world | 
Richart had a calm, strong will, and she knew he never wasted a | 
word. 

It ended as nature has willed all such discourse shall end: young 
Richart went to Amsterdam with a face so long and sad as it had 
never been seen before, and a heart like granite. 


That afternoon at supper there was one mouth less. Catherine 
looked at Richart’s chair and wept bitterly. On this Gerard shout 
ed roughly and angrily to the children, ‘Sit wider! can’t ye: sit 


wider!” and turned his head away over the back of his scat a while, 
and was silent. 

Richart was launched; and never cost them another penny: but 
to fit him out, and place him in the house of Vander Stegen the mer- 
chant, took all the little hoard but one gold crown. They bevan 
again. Two years passed. Richart found a niche in commerce for 
his brother Jacob, and Jacob left Tergou directly after dinner, which 
was at eleven in the forenoon. At supper that day Gerard remem- 
bered what had happened the last time; so he said in a low whisper, 
‘Sit wider, dears!" Now, until that moment, Catherine would not | 
see the gap at table, for her daughter Catherine had besought her | 
not to grieve to-night, and she had said, ‘‘ N 
ise I will not, since it vexes my children.” 
pered ‘‘sit wider!” says she, ‘‘Ay! the table will soon be too big 
for the children; and you thought it would be too small :” and hav- 
ing delivered this with forced calmness, she put up her apron the 
next moment and wept sore. 

“Tis the best that leave us,” sobbed she; “that is the cruel part.” 

“Nay! nay!” said Gerard, ‘‘ our children are good children, and 
all are dear to us alike. Heed her not! What God takes from us 
still seems better than what he spares to us: that is to say, men ar 





), sweet-heart, I prom- 


But when Geard whis- 





It was past the middle of the fifteenth century, Louis XI. was 


by nature unthankful—and women silly. 
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them. They pointed this out to him in a merry 

vay: he hung his head and blushed: he had sus- 

ted as nach himself, but mistrasted his judg- 

in that matter. ‘But, my son,” said an 

elderly monk, ‘‘ how is it that you, to whom God 


has given an eye so true, a hand so supple yet 

snd a love of these beautifal crafts, how is it 
vou do not ¢olér as well as write ? a scroll looks 

barren unless a border of fruit, and leaves, 
and rieh arabesques surround the good words, and 
charm the sense as those do the soul and under- 
i say nothing of the pictures of holy 
_ with which the several 
chapters should be adorned, and not alone the eye 
i with the brave and sweetly blended col- 


e; tO 


! women departe 





soothed 
ora, bat the heart lifted by effigies of the Saints in 
Auswer me, mY son, 
At this Gerard was ec 
} 


gi ry. 


el, and mattered that 
7 





























he had made several trials at illuminating, but had 
r suceeeded well: and thus the matter rested. 

S after t 1 fellow-enthusiast came on the 
s in the anwonted form of an old lady. Mar- 
ra sister and survive 1¢ brothers Van Eyck, 
l Flanders, and came to end her days in her 
native in She bought a small house near 
fergou » of time she heard of Gerard, 

! s handiwork: it pleased her 
80 that sent her female servant, Richt 
li te co to her. This led to 
An acquaintan i ild hardly be otherwise, for 
li f 1 had held so many as two zea- 
l f this sort before At first the old lady 

yped Gerard’s coura iy. At each visit 

f holes a ors drawings and 

, me of them her own hand, that 

him unapproacha but if the artist 

vered him, the woman kept his heart up 

. R soon turned him inside out like a 
Among other r y drew from him 

rood 1 had tailed to hit upon, the 

r 1 i}! . viz., that he 
i t Be lue, and the r d, 
10 choa artl und that he was afraid 
t t ie choice colors, and was 
he shouid ask her in vain Then Margaret 
' I " him a li rush-gold, and some 
v lion. and ultra 1, afid a piece of good 

im to lay tl i i lie almost adored her. 
As he left the house Richt ran after him with a 

" | two quarter he quite kissed her. 
i rt 1 than tl vid and lapis lazuli to 

i vyinator was the sympathy to the isolated 

ha rha mpa was always ready, 

1, as he returned i : ection sprung up be- 
tween t ld painter a : young caligrapher 
that s doubly characteristic of the time. For 
t! s century in which the fine arts and the 
higher mechanical arts were not separated by any 

oundary, nor were those who practiced 
{ id it was an a in which artists sought 
‘ and loved « Should this last state- 
‘ r writer of our day, let 
1 him that Christians loved one another 
arti iv 

Backed by a ~quaintance so venerable, and 
dbyf ile sympathy, Gerard advanced 
in learning and skill His spirits, too, rose vis- 
ibl he still looked behind him when dragged 
to dinner in the middle of an initial G; but once 
¢ i showed great social qu alities ; likewise a gay 
humor, that had hitherto but peeped in him, shone 
out, and often he set the table in a roar, and kept 
it there, sometimes with his own wit, sometimes 
with jests which were glossy new to his family, 

being drawn from antiquity, 

As arcturn for all he owed his friends the monks, 
he made them exquisite copies from two of their 
c! st MSS., viz., the life of their founder, and 
their Comedies of Terence, the onastery finding 
the vellum, 

[he high and puissant Prince, Philip ‘ the 
G Duke of Burgundy, Luxemburg, and Bra- 
bant, Kari of Holland and Zealand, Lord of Fries- 
land, Count of Flanders, Artois, and Hainault, 
Lord of Salins andi Macklyn-—was versatile. 

il ild fight as well a3 any king going; and 
) ld lie as well as any except the King of 
Fran He was a mighty hanter, and could read 
und writ Ilis tastes were wide and ardent. He 
] | jew like a woman, and gorgeous apparel. 
He dearly loved maids of honor, and paintings 
{ rally; in proof of which he ennobled Jan Van 
Ryel He had also a particular fancy for giants, 
dwarfs, and Turks; these last he had ever about 
him, turbaned, and blazing with jewels. His 
agents inveigled them from istamboul with fair 
promises; but the moment he had got them he 
baptized them by brute force in a large tub; and, 


them 
invoke 


this done, let squat with their faces toward 
Mecca. Mahound as much as they 
pleased, laughing in his s! 


and 
eve at their simplicity 
He had lions 


in faneying they were stil! infidels. 


in cages, and ficet leopards trained by Orientals to 
run down hares and deer. In short, he relished all 
rarities, except hum-drum virtues. For any thing 


sin 


rularly pretty, 
Tt 


or diabolically ugly, this was 


yourcustomer, The best of him was, he was open- 
handed to the poor; and the next best was, he 
fo ithe arts in earnest; whereof he now gave 
4 signa Heo i prizes for the best spe- 
fi kinds, religious and 

! i f t intings in white of 

r, oils, and tem t to be on panel, silk, 

r metal, as t : item for the best 
transparent painting on clas ites: for the besi 
illuminating and border-painting on vellum: item 
for the fuirest writing oa lum The Burgo- 
masters of tha several tewas were commanded to 


aid 
specimens and sending them with due care to Rot- 
terdam at the oxpense of their several burghs. 
When this was cried b« the bellman through the 
streets of Tergou, a thousand mouths opened, and 
one heart beat—Gerard’s. He told his family he 
should try for iwo of those prizes. They stared in 
silence, for their breath wae gone gt his conceit 

but one horrid langh exploded on 
petard. Gerard looked down, and 


all the poorer competitors by receiving their 


und audac ity ; 
t f i a 

















there was the dwarf, whose very whisper was a 
bassoon, slit and fanged from ear to ear at his ex- 
pense, and laughing like a lion. Nature relenting 
at having made Giles so small, had given him as a 
set-off the biggest voice on record. He was like 
those stunted wide-mouthed pieces of ordnance we 
see on fortifications; they are more like a flower- 
pot than a cannon; but ods tympana how they 
bellow ! 

Gerard turned red with anger, the more so as 
the others began to titter. White Catherine saw, 
and a pink tinge just perceptible came to her cheek. 
She said softly, ‘* Why do you langh? Is it be- 
cause he is our brother you think he can not be 
capable ? . Yes, Gerard, try with the rest. Many 
say you are skillful; and mother and I will pray 
the Virgin to guide your hand.” 

“Thank you, little Kate. You shall pray to 
our Lady, and our mother shall buy vellum and 
the colors to illuminate with.” 

“« What will they cost?” 

“Two gold crowns” (about three shillings and 
fourpence English money). 

‘* What?” screamed the housewife ; ‘‘ when the 
bushel of rye costs but agroat! What! me spend 
a month's meal and meat and fire on such vanity 
as that: the lightning from heaven would fall on 
me, and my children would all be beggars,” 

‘* Mother!” sighed little Catherine, imploringly. 

“Oh! it is in vain, Kate,” said Gerard, with a 
sigh. “I shall have to give it up, or ask the dame 
Van Eyck. She would give it me, but I think 
shame to be forever taking from her.” 

‘‘It is not her affair,” said Catherine, very 
sharply ; ‘* what has she to do coming between me 
and my son?” And she left the room with a red 
face. Little Catherine smiled. Presently the house- 
fe returned with a gracious, affectionate air, and 
the two little gold pieces in her hand. 

“There, sweet-heart,” said she, “ you won't 
have to trouble dame or demoiselle for two paltry 


wile 


crowns. 

But on this Gerard fell a thinking how he could 
spare her purse. 

‘*One will do, mother. I will ask the good 
monks to let me send my copy of their ‘ Terence :’ 
it is on snowy vellum, and I can write no better ; 
so then I shall only need six sheets of vellum for 
my borders and miniatures, and gold for my ground, 
and prime colors—one crown will do.” 

* Never spoil the ship for want of a bit of tar, Ger- 
ard,” said this changeable mother. But she added, 
“ Well, there, I will put the crown in my pocket. 
That won't like putting it back in the box. 
Going to the box to take out instead of putting in 
—it is like going to my heart with a knife for so 
many drops of blood. You will be sure to want it, 
Gerard. The house is never built for less than the 
builder counted on.” 

Sure enough, when the time came, Gerard 
longed to go to Rotterdam and see the Duke, and 
above all to see the work of his competitors, and 
so get a lesson from defeat. And the crown came 
out of the housewife’s pocket with a very good 
Gerard would soon be a priest. It seemed 
hard if he might not enjoy the world a little before 
separating himself from it for life. 

The day before he went, Margaret Van Eyck 
asked him to take a letter for her, and when he 
canie to look at it, somewhat to his surprise he 
found it was addressed to the Princess Marie, at 
the Stadthouse, in Rotterdam. 

The day before the prizes were to be distributed 
Gerard started for Rotterdam thus equipped ; he 
had a doublet of silver-gray cloth with sleeves, and 
a jerkin of the same over it, but without sleeves. 
From his waist to his heels he was clad in a pair of 
tight-fitting buckskin hose fastened by laces (called 
points) to his doublet. His shoes were pointed, in 
moderation, and secured by a strap that passed un- 
der the hollow of the foot. On his head and the back 
of his neck he wore his flowing hair, and pinned 
to his back between his shoulders was his hat; it 
was further secured by a purple silk ribben little 
Kate had passed round him from the sides of the 
hat, and knotted neatly on his breast ; below his 
hat, attached to the upper rim of his broad waist 
belt, was his leathern wallet. When he got within 
a league of Rotterdam he was pretty tired, but he 
soon fell in with a pair that were more so. He 
found an old man sitting by the roadside quite 
worn out, and a comely young woman holding his 
hand, with a face full of concern. The country 
people trudged by and noticed nothing amiss; but 
Gerard, as he passed, drew conclusions. Even 
dress tells a tale to those who study it so closely 
as our illuminator was wont to. The old man wore 
a gown, and a fur tippet, and a velvet cap, sure 
signs of dignity ; but the triangular purse at his 
girdle was lean, the gown rusty, the fur worn, sure 
signs of poverty. The young woman was dressed 
in plain russet cloth ; yet snow-white lawn covered 
that part of her neck the gown left visible, and 
ended half-way up her white throat in a little band 
of gold embroidery ; and her head-dress was new 
to Gerard ; instead of hiding her hair in a pile of 
linen or lawn, she wore an open net-work of silver 
cord with silver spangles at the interstices; in this 
her glossy auburn hair was rolled in front into a 
solid wave, and supported behind in a luxurious 
and shapely mass. His quick eye took in all this, 
and the old man’s deadly pallor, and the tears in 
the young woman's eyes. So when he had passed 
them a few vards, he reflected, and turned back, 
and came toward them bashfully. 

* Father, I fear you are tired.” 

‘“‘ Indeed, my son, I am,” replied the old man ; 
‘‘and faint for lack of food.” 

Gerard's address did not appear so agreeable to 
the girl as to the old man. She seemed ashamed, 
and with much reserve in her manner said, that it 
was her fault; she had underrated the distance, 
and imprudently allowed her father to start too 
late in the day. 

“No! no!” 


be 


grace. 


said the old man; “it is not the 


distance, it is the want of nourishment.” 

The girl put her arms round his neck, with ten- 
der concern, but took that opportunity of whisper- 
ing, ‘* Father, a stranger—a young man !” 
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But it was too late. Gerard, with great sim- 
plicity, and quite as a matter of course, fell to 
gathering sticks with great expedition. This done, 
he took down his wallet, out with the manchet of 
bread and the iron flask his careful mother had 
put up, and his everlasting tinder-box ; lighted a 
match, then a candle end, then the sticks; and 
put his iron flask on it. Then down he went on 
his stomach and took a good blew: then looking 
up, he saw the girl’s face had thawed, and she was 
looking down at him and his energy with a demure 
smile. He laughed back to her: ‘* Mind the pot,” 
said he, ‘‘ and don’t let it spill, for Heaven's sake: 
there's a cleft stick to hold it safe with;” and 
with this he set off running toward a corn-field 
at some distance. While he was gone, there came 
by, on a mule with rich purple housings, an old 
man redolent with wealth. ‘The purse at his girdle 
was plethoric, the fur on his tippet was ermine, 
broad and new. 

It was Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, the Burgo- 
master of Tergou. He was old, and his face fur- 
rowed. He was a notorious miser, and looked 
one generally. But the idea of supping with the 
Duke raised him just now into manifest compla- 
cency. Yet at the sight of the faded old man and 
his bright daughter sitting by a fire of sticks, the 
stnile died out of his face, and he wore a strange 
look of anguish and wrath. He reined in his mule. 
‘* Why, Peter—Margaret—” said he, almost fierce- 
ly, “‘what mummer, is this?” Peter was going 
to answer, but Margaret interposed hastily, and 
said : “ My father was exhausted, so I am warm- 
ing something to give him strength before we go 
on.” ‘* What, reduced to feed by the roadside like 
the Bohemians,” said Ghysbrecht, and his hand 
went into his purse; but it did not seem at home 
there, it fumbled uncertainly, afraid too large a 
coin might stick to a finger and come out. 

At this moment who should come bounding up 
but Gerard! He had two straws in his hand, and 
he threw himself down by the fire, and relieved 
Margaret ofthe cooking part: then suddenly re- 
cognizing the Burgomaster, he colored all over. 
Ghysbrecht Van Swiecten started and glared at him, 
and took his hand out of his purse. ‘“* Oh,” said 
he, bitterly, “ I am not wanted:” and went slowly 
on, casting a long look of suspicion on Margaret, 
and hostility on Gerard, that was not very intel- 
ligible. However, there was something about it 
that Margaret could read enough to blush at, and 
almost toss her head. Gerard only stared with 
surprise. ‘*By St. Bavon, I think the old miser 
grudges us three our quart of soup!” said he. 
When the young man put that interpretation on 
Ghysbrecht’s strange and meaning look, Margaret 
was greatly relieved, and smiled gayly on the 
speaker. 

Meantime Ghysbrecht plodded on more wretched 
in his wealth than these in their poverty. And 
the curious thing is that the mule, the purple 
housings, and one-half the coin in that plethoric 
purse, belonged not to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, 
but to that faded old man and that comely girl 
who sat by a roadside fire to be fed by a stranger. 
They did not know this, but Ghysbrecht knew it, 
and carried in his heart a scorpion of his own 
begetting. That scorpion is remorse ; the remorse, 
that, not being penitence, is incurable, and ready 
for fresh misdeeds upon a fresh temptation. 

Twenty years ago, when Ghysbrecht Van Swie- 
ten was a hard but honest man, the touch-stone 
opportunity came to him, and he did an act of 
heartless roguery. It seemed a safe one. It had 
hitherto proved a safe one, though he had never 
felt safe. To-day he has seen youth, enterprise, 
and, above all, knowledge, seated by fair Margaret 
and her father on terms that look familiar and 
loving. 

And the fiends are at his ear again. 

[TO BE CONTINUED. } 
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THE CONVERSION OF CASS. 

—_ two months have elapsed since the 
ey venerable Secretary of State wrote a letter 
to Mr. Leclere of Memphis, Tennessee, inform- 
ing him that his ‘‘ naturalization in this country 
would not exempt him from any claim of mili- 
tary service made upon him by the French Gov- 
ernment, if he voluntarily repaired to France.” 
The promulgation of this novel and alarming 
doctrine naturally created anxiety among for- 
eign-born citizens, especially among that large 
class whose business requires them to visit their 
native land from time to time; other letters of 
inquiry were dispatched to the State Depart- 


ment, and the answer reccived was in all cases 
the same—that where a naturalized citizen. re- 
turning voluntarily to his native country, was 
claimed by the Government of that country for 
military service, the United States would not 
interfere. In the case of a Prussian, Mr. Ho- 
fer, who proposed to visit Prussia this year, Mr. 
Cass wrote : 

** The position of the United States, as communicated 
to the Minister at Berlin for the information of the Prus- 
sian Government, is that native-born Prussians natural- 
ized in the United States and returning to the country 
of their birth, are not liable to any duties or penalties, 
except such as were existing at the period of their emi- 





gration. If at that time they were in the army or ac¢tu- 








ally called into it, such emigration and naturalization 
do not exempt them from the legal penalty which they 
ineurred by their desertion, but this penalty may be en- 
forced against them whenever they shall voluntarily 
place themselves within the local jurisdiction of their na- 
— country, and shall be proceeded against according to 
aw.” ? 

The distinction attempted to be drawn here 
was imaginary rather than real. Every Prus- 
sian between boyhood and old age is “‘in the 
army,” either on active duty or in reserve. Ac- 
cording to the Prussian law, every citizen is a 
soldier from the time he can carry arms to the 
age at which his strength fails him, and is lia- 
ble to be called out on any such emergency as 
that which has just occurfed. When Mr. Cass 
attempted, therefore, to discriminate between 
Prussians who ‘‘ were in the army or called into 
it at the time of their emigration,” and Prus- 
sians who were not ‘‘in the army” or not “‘ called 
into it” at that time, he uttered a palpable ab- 
surdity, as the latter class does not exist. In 
fact, by saying that “ emigration and naturaliza- 
tion do not exempt Prussians from any legal 
penalty they incurred by their desertion” of 
their native country, Mr. Cass abandoned at a 
blow the whole Prussian-born population of the 
United States. The letter to Leclerc had aban- 
doned the French. 

This was the position of the Government of 
the United States in May. It is now July, and 
it affords us unmixed satisfaction to be able to 
declare that the position of the United States is 
now the very contrary of this—that Mr. Cass 
has seen reason to “‘ back square down” from 
the views set forth in the Leclere and Hofer 
letters—and that, so far as the word of the Sec- 
retary can be relied upon, there is, once more, 
some prospect of protection for the naturalized 
citizens of the United States. 

We make these assertions on the strength of 
a dispatch from the State Department, dated sth 
July, 1859, and addressed to Mr. Wright at 
Berlin. In that dispatch, Mr. Wright is di- 
rected to claim the release of a native of Hano- 
ver, who, having become a citizen of the United 
States, returned lately to Hanover, and was 
there deprived of his liberty and compelled to 
do military duty. In the dispatch to Mr. 
Wright, Mr. Cass observes : 


“What rights do our laws confer upon a foreigner by 
granting him naturalization? I answer, all the rights, 
privileges, and immunities which belong to a native-born 
citizen, in their full extent, with the single qualification 
that under the Constitution ‘no person except a natural- 
born citizen is eligible to the office of President.’ With 
this exception the naturalized citizen from and after the 
date of h's naturalization, both at home and abroad, is 
placed upon the very same footing with the native citi- 
zen.” 

* * * J . > * 

“The moment a foreigner becomes naturalized, his 
allegiance to his native country is severed forever. Le 
experiences a new political birth. A broad and impassa- 
ble line separates him from his native country. He is 
no more responsible for any thing he may say or do, or 
omit to say or do, after assuming his new character, than 
if he had been born in the United States, Should he re- 
tern to his native country, he returns as an American 
citizen, and in no other character.” 

. . >. >. . > . 


‘*A future liability to serve in the army will not be 
sufficient (to entitle his original government to seize 
him), because, before the time can arrive for such service, 
he has changed his allegiance, and has become a citizen 
of the United States. It would be quite absurd to con- 
tend that a boy, brought to this country from a foreign 
country with his father’s family when but twelve years 
of age and naturalized here, who should afterward visit 
the country of his birth when he had become a man, 
might then be seized aad compelled to perform military 
service, because, if he had remained there throughout the 
intervening years and his life had been spared, he would 
have been bound to perform military service. To eub- 
mit to such a principle would be to make an odious dis- 
tinction between our naturalized and native citizens," 

As far as this goes, it is excellent and ad- 
mirable. If the Secretary had taken this stand 
at first, there would have been no trouble, and 
he would have incurred no disgrace, It is true 
that Mr. Cass does not go quite far enongh; 
he says nothing, for instance, about protecting 
naturalized citizens of Prussia who, when they 
left their country, were old enough to belong to 
the /andwehr, yet whom this country, in accept- 
ing their allegiance, is as clearly bound to pro- 
tect as any other class of citizens. But we 
must not be too exacting. It is a great deal 
for Mr. Cass to have retracted the Leclerc and 
Ilofer letters. It is something to have got 
him to say that he will protect some foreign- 
born citizens, when, only two months ago, he 
was for abandoning them all. Old men move 
slowly. By-and-by Mr. Cass will back a little 
further down, and wil! get upon tee sound 
American platform of complete protection to all 
classes of citizens. Let us be thankful for what 
we have got. 

The satisfaction which we feel at the conver- 
sion of Mr. Cass is not a little enhanced by the 
remembrance that we were the first, and for a 
long period the only journal in the country 
which took ground against the Leclerc and Ho- 
fer letters. When we first assailed the doctrine 
set forth in those letters we found almost every 
influential paper opposed to us. Within the 
past month articles have appeared in the New 
York Herald, Times, Tribune, Journal of Com- 
merce, and Commercial Advertiser, and in lead- 
ing papers published at Boston, Philadelphia, 
Baltimore, and Cincinnati, sustaining the views 
which Mr. Cass has now been compelled to 
abandon, and controverting those which we pro- 
fessed dhd which have at length prevailed. 

We trust we may be pardoned if we take 
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some credit to ourselves for the result, and give 
publicity to the following extract from one of 
many similar letters received : 

“] hope you will persevere in your attacks 
on Mr. Cass until you drive him off his mean, 
unmanly un-American platform on the natural- 
ization question. I can add nothing to your 
arguments; you are right all through. But 
keep at the subject. specially do I entreat 
you to keep publishing caricatures upon it. A 


thousand people see and study a caricature where 
hardly one will read an argumentative article. 
One single good comic cut—with truth at the bot- 
tom of the joke—will convince more people than 
If I were 
forced to assign one special cause for the vig- 
orous action of Tammany Hall on this subject, I 
should instantly mention your comic cut of Mr. 
Tf a citizen 
so eminent, so useful, and so deservedly respected 


a whole library of heavy reasoning. 


Belmont and the German soldiers. 


as Mr. Be lmont can be S¢é ized by foreign soldier 5 
ind outraged with impunity, it is high time to in- 


quire u hether there is any use in maintainiag the 


dish mest farce entitled Naturalization.” 
THe 
—I 


OF THE EMPEROR OF FRANCE. 


Wuew Dick Turpin says that he is going out 


upon the road to exercise his horse, perhaps he is. | 


LOUNGES, 


neous with 





Dick Turpin is a man; he is homog 
Wilberforce; and the very vilest sinner, we are 
assured, has his chances. But do we take Richard 
at his word? Do we not suppose that he is going 
out upon his own business—to lift a purse or two? 
Has not Richard certain antecedents which make 
it highly probable that, while he may indeed ex- 
ercise his horse, he will also overhaul a carriage ? 
Dick may have turned over a new leaf; but sad- 
dling his horse does not prove it. He may have 
resolved to live cleanly ; but taking the road does 
not show it. 
has to the poor; but saying that be is going to ex- 
ercise his horse does not fully establisa it. The 
truth is, that so long as his professions and conduct 
are consistent with highway robbery, so long, d 
spite what he says and does, Mr. Richard Turpin 
will be considered a highway robber. 


He may have resolved to give all he 


So Leuis Napoleon may be a great and good 
man; but the proclamation to the Army of Italy 
does not prove it. He may be a faithful friend of 
human rights; but the battles of Montebello, of 
Magenta, and of Solferino do not establish it. He 
may be, as isclaimed by some enthusiasts, the truest 
democrat and republican in Europe ; | 
tenance of Kossuth does not show it 

rhat is to say, there is nothing in his Italian 
campaign which is not consistent with the purely 
personal ambition of an unscrupulous ruler. 
Napoleon is not less a despot simply 


ut his coun- 


Louis 
because he 
apprehends the conditions upon which despotism is 
now possible. He is not less an arbitrary monarch 
because he does not commit the dull blunders of 
Austria. He is no more a friend of popular liber- 
ty, when he is expelling Austria from Lombardy 
and proclaiming Italian independence, than when, 
having sworn to the Republic, he swept the Boule- 
vards with grape to establish an Empire. 

here is as yet nothing in his practice or profes- 
sions in Italy which is inconsonant with his evi- 


Until that day, however cunning, and silent, 
and able we may allow him to be, yet with the 
perjury and the butchery and the imprisonments 
and the exile of the 2d December, with the syco- 
phancy of a Legislature of his servants: with the 
universal silence and the innumerable spies yet 
fresh in fact and memory—he will still be a 
Leicester Square adventurer, adroit, unscrupulous, 
and successful—we shall still believe that if Dick 
escapes Tyburn it will not be because he does n 
deserve to be har ged. 

-_- 
YANKEE DOODLE REJOICING 

TuHat the great and glorious Yankee Doodk 

conquered all creation, and in every department 


has 
of art, scien e, literature, mor als, commerce, man- 
ufactures, and horse-flesh, has outstripped all pos- 
sible nations that ever were, are, or can be, is om 
of those admitted facts of history which take place 
by the side of the battle of Marathon and the dis- 
covery of America. It is beyond question Yan- 
kee Doodle is first, and the rest are nowhere. 

Now there is another historical fact, of less 
ment, but none the less a fact. It is that Yankee 


Ino- 


Doodle has not the remotest conception of enjoy- 
ment. To offer him a celebration, a feast, a fes- 
tival, is to put a fish at a five-barred gate. He 
can not possibly get over it. He gasps and flops 


Yankee Doodle on a holiday does likewise. H« 
drinks and pops. 
is burning ¢ 


5 6 


ole idea of festive delight 


he can get 





Colt's revol vers—cunp d in rifl i 
muskets 1 os 
cannon— npo 7 qu _1 : nat 
whateve rts. spits 
shoots, is D j 


: 





birth of this great and glorious ind sal 
most horrible day in the year kes a 
noise aud a bad smell Instea ] 





fight or chaos come again Every vear the num 





ber of accidents is painfully 


reascd Phe quan- 


tity of great and glorious arms, legs, and { 








that are blown off, and free and enlightened « 
that are blown o is melan¢ ] And in t 
for the good Doodle, however patr ma} 
to put rum into his body l px his 1 
ket at the sa time, may lead to saster It 
leads, at least, to wanton cruell, us the | 
had an opportunity of rema I ! ‘ ‘ 
huge, lazy, lollopping lx ‘ ir . lf 
int f a quict house-d ly ’ i " 
d zing. 

When these amusements have been carried a 
little further, and Yankee takes i f 
arms in his hands, to settle his liltle differ 
with his neighbors, it may be that the Law will 


him in the paths of pleasure 


to lead 
him that the 
intended tc be, 


instead of abh 





Fourth of July is a day which wa 
and ought to be, loved and 

rred, 

=_— 
THE CAMPANA MUSEUM 
NoTwitTitstaxptnG the fact whi 

where noted that the great and glorious Yanke 
Doodle has done, 


present, or future individual, there is 


does, and is more than any other 


past, 
one odd little cirgumstan he does not own t 
Campana Museum. 


Of course he knows what it is 





dent resolution of seating his dynasty upon the 
throne of France. Ths key to his campaign is in 
his manifesto from Milan. 
understands his time. He knows that thrones can 
now be founded only in the assent of the nationali- 
ty; which is by no means the same as the consent 
of the governed. 
or royal power like that of France, without a free 
Constitution like the English, and without repre- 


Fora national assent to imperial 


sentation, is merely a toleration of an absolute gov- 
ernment, so administered as to stop short of the 
tyranny that provokes revolution, and resting al- 
ways upon an enormous military force, composing 
a distinct interest and class in the State. 

Louis Napoleon seems to be the only Continental 
monarch that sees this. He is the only one who 
perceives that legitimacy has lost its power—un- 
less it is confirmed by the popular assent. There- 
fore he tears the treaties of Vienna, which make 
him an outlaw ; therefore he marries a commoner, 
because dynastic alliances have become useless ; 
therefore he marches to expel the Austrians from 
Lombardy, because the inevitable Italian popular 
revolution would have kindled France, and because 
an independent Italy would be more influenced by 
France than by any other power. With profound 

iteness he saw that a national cause, with which 
the public opinion of the world sympathized, was 
coincident with the attainment of his own ends, 
He has not falsely calculated that the glory which 
invests every powerful and successful ally of a 
country struggling to be free, would blind the 
memory of the world to his own private crimes. 

Certainly the character of the ally, and his aims 
elsewhere, shall not for an instant blind us to the 
great fact that the freedom of a people is being 
achieved; and that it is Louis Napoleon who is 
expelling the modern Attila, Austria, from Italy. 
Only we have yet to see that he 
he loves free popular governments. 


is doing it because 
It seems to 
us simply in pursuance of a sagacious political 
philosophy that shows nationality to be at present 
the only possible basis of peaceful monarchy. 
When, peace being restored, he shall Jend his 
influence to constructing and consolidating a free 
and popular government in the peninsula, under 
whatever form it may be—when at home we see 
him unmuzgzling the press—recalling the patriots 
who love France as well as he loves it—establish- 
ing a Legislature which shall represent the real 
will of the people and honestly exccuting its laws, 
when universal surveillance and tyranny and ter- 
ave ceased in France, we she!) heartily confess 
that we had not appreciated the love of constitu- 
tional freedom which animated Louis Napoleon. 


ror 


As he says in that, he 





all about every thin It is perfectly unnecessar 
| to remind him that it isa museum col 
Marquis ¢ ampana in Rome, and containing an 
tirely unique gallery of Greek and Roman s 
tur of terra cotta—of vases, Etri un and ot 
—of bronzes—of gems, medals, 
etc.—of IP 

It is unnecessary to remind him of t! be 
he knows it all. H 


and most complete museum 


18, engray | 
mpeian and Roman glass, et« 

knows that it is one of t 
most famous 
world: that it contains more than a hundred en- 
tire ancient statues, including those of celebr 
that there are several hundred busts, w 


esars, from A 


men ; 


the most complete series of the ¢ 








gustus to Constantine, sar uri, historical t 
reli vos, etc., elc. 
| Yankee Doodle knows all this, because he knov 
| ; : 
| every thing, and when you ask him about the price 


of this extraordinary coll 
once that twenty-five years ago, when it 
pr cess of creation, the museun 
| 





competent judge in the interest « 
a million of dollars. 

Now the last thing that fri 
dle is a million of dollars. He i 
that the artists in Rome 


— 


last winter the 





half a million would buy the sculptures—for he 
familiar with the little disgrazia of the Marquis of 
Campana, who, being agent for the Roman Me 


di Pieta—the great l’apal savings’ bank any 

priated” the funds to an increase of his favorit 
| museum! Our friend knows that Wollf, th i 

mous Prussian sculptor, and Gibson, the famous 





English sculptor, and Visconti, the f man 
expert in antiquities, have made calculation 
| have had them made, of the value of the museum 
| in the interest of the Prussian, English, and P pal 


Governments, which thought of purchasing 
If you now press Y. D., and ask him, upon 


happens to know all this, he wv 


honor, how he 

tell you, for he is the soul of candor, and if 

writes for a newspaper, always bu t ive pr 
er credit—that he read it all | ; 
ters to the & ening Post. That gent im 82 
apparently upon good authority, that the s¢ Ipture 
could be bought for something considerably | 
than half a million, and urges that they be bought 


Yankee Doodle calls New York a metropoli 
and he knows—for what does he not knov that 
a metropolis is a great central city, full of galleri 
libraries, museums, to which the authors, the t 
ists, the merchants, the manufactur the { " 





ers all resort for assistance, instruction, and recre- 
ation. He knows that a city is not a metropolis 
| because it is very large and very full; that acres 





illions of people are not enough 


to make it; that a metropolis is itself a museum 


of all that is most desirable and admirable in every 
d artment of human interest. 

ankee Doodle knows it all perfectly Mean- 
while he presents his compliments to Mr. Bigelow 
and begs t iy that, as he has been for some six 


years vainly trying to raise thirty thousand dollars 
, looser 2) ’ ; ne 


the world, 











ry the le Leyptian museum in 
which ma ufter all, slip through his exceedingly 
metropoli fi he has grave doubts whether 
he shall raise ten times thirty thousand to | rchasoe 
the Campana i 
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TRUMPS. 


BY GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS, 


-_ 
CHAPTER XLI. 
THE ANCIENT FAMILY OF NEWT. 


Mr 


to selling dry goods upon commission 


Ane. Newt did not devote all his time 
He had 


tastes and desires that even Pearl Street could 


not satisfy: and under the guidance of Corlaer 
Van Boozenberg, who had made Abel's ac- 
quaintance because he was an admirer of Abel’s 
sister Fanny, rather than because the senior 
Van B. desired, young Mr. Newt soon became 


| known in the bar-room of the Washington 


Hotel, at Cato’s upon the island, and at a cer- | 
tain house which shall be nameless, as also the 
lovely mistress thereof, not ten thousand mies 


from Canal Street, which in those days was well 
up town. 

As the senior of Mr. Newt, Jun., in years, 
Corlaer Van Boozenberg naturally commenced 
his Mentorship with a kind of patronizing man- 
ner, indicating general superiority, which was, 
however, gradually ameliorated in tone by the 
astonishing progress which his pupil made, and | 
an air of secret sarcasm which stole into his 
pupil’s manner toward him. The same air was 
observable in his treatment ot all his other com- 
panions 

Indeed, as the world returned to town and the 
late autumnal festivities began, the handsome 
person and self-possessed style of Mr. Abel 
Newt became the fashion. Invitations showered 
upon him. Mrs, Dagon proclaimed every where 
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A CHASTE SALUTE. 








that there had been 
nobody fascina- 
ting since the days 
of the brilliant youth 
of Aaron Burr,whom 
she declared that 
she well remember- 
ed, and added, that 
if she could say it 
without blushing, or 
if any reputable wo- 
man ought to admit 
such things, she 
should confess that 
in her younger days 
she had _ received 
flowers and 
notes from that fas 
cinating man. 


sO 








even 





For then it was 
quite different you 
know, my dears. In 


my day and my sis 
ter Mary’s, Colonel 
Burr was the thing 
Why, dear me! a 
girl who had dined 
at the same table 
with him was en 
vied, Sut if, 
gracious! Cx 
Surr had 
her out, the woman 
took upon it. 
Yes, my dears, she 
Positive ly did It 
was dreadful, you 
know; and he fold 
ed his notes so neat 


airs 


ly! Sut after the 
duel and the trea 
son, dear me! dear 
me! of course it 
was all over. You 
should have scen him make a bow. He had 


just the same easy, careless grace that Abel has 
It was full of a kind of consciousness that it was 


worth while to know him and like him I don't 
} 


deny, my dears, that he was a naughty mar 

But I can tell you one thing, all the naughty 
men are not in disgrace yet, though heis. And, 
if you please, Miss Fanny, with all your virtu 
ous sniffs, dear, and all your hugging of men in 
waltzing, darling, Colonel Burr was not sent to 
Coventry because he was naughty. He might 
have been naughty all the days of his life and 
Mrs. Jacob Van Boozenberg, and all the rest 
of "em, would have been quite as glad to have 
him at their houses. No, no, dears. Society 
doesn’t punish men for being naughty—only wo 

men. I am older than you, and I have observed 
that society likes spice in character. It doesn’t 


harm a man to have stories told about him. 

Aunt Dagon was garrulous, and peop! 
little afraid of her; for she was old enough to 
say just what she thought, and clever enough to 
think things that people did not care to hear. 
It may be very true that the spoons are German 
silver, and every body may be aware of it, but 
what is the use of saying so? How can any 
body who cries hush! at table, and having at 
tracted every body's attention, then raises a 
spoon, and holding it conspicuously, says dis- 
tinctly, ‘This is German silver!” expect to be 
invited to dinner? Sometimes, indeed, society 
must ask such people—if you give balls in 
France, you must invite French people to dance 
—but it does net forgive them. Every b 
had to ask Mrs. Dagon, and every body dreaded 
her. Naturally, said Fanny Newt, because she 
eats every body up. 

No ball, however, was complete without Abel 
Newt. Ladies, meditating parties, engaged him 
before they issued a single invitation. At din- 
ners he was spark 
ling and agreeable, 
with tact enough not 
to extinguish the 
other men, who yet 


e were a 


dy 


felt his superiority 
and did not half 
like it. They imita- 


ted his manner; but 
what was or 
gilded assurance, in 
him, was open inso- 
lence, or assurance 
with the gilt rubbed 
off, in them. The 
charm and secret of 
his manner lay in 
an utter devotion 
which said to every 
woman, ““ There's 
not a woman in the 
world who can re- 
sist me, except you. 
Have you the heart 
to do it?” Of 
course this manner 
was assisted by per- 
sonal magnetism 
and beauty. Wilkes 
said he was only 
half an hour behind 
the handsomest man 
in the world. But 
he would never have 
overtaken him if the 
handsome man had 
been Wilkes. 

In his dress Abel 
was costly and ele- 
gant. With the oth 
er men of his day 
he read “ Pelham” 
with an admiration 
of which his life was 
the witness. Pel- 


ase, 
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ham was the Byronic hero made practicable, 
purged of romance, and adapted to society 
Newt, Jun., was one of a small but influenti 
set of young men about town who did all th 
could to repair the misfortune of being bx 
Americans, by imitating the habits of foreig 
life. They all had a secret contempt of what 
they called the democratic tendencies of the 
country. They were the higher class—the no 
bility. They were, above all, ‘* gentlemen.” 

It was presently clear to our friend that resi 
dence under the parent roof was incompatible 
with the habits of a strictly fashionable man. 

“There are hours, you know, mother, and 
habits, which make a separate lodging much 





more agreeable to all parties. I have friends 
to smoke, or to drink a glass of punch, or to play 
ag of whist; and we must sing and laugh 
ind make a noise, as young men will, which is 
not seemly for the paternal mansi mother 
mine. 

With which he took his admiring mother 
airily under the chin and kissed her—not hav 
ing mentioned every reason which made a se} 
arate residence desirable. But ‘ a few remarks 


are not an oration. 
So Abel Newt hired a plea ant set « 





» rooms 
in Grand Street, near Broadway, in the neigh 
borhood of other youth of proper fo He fur 
nished them sumptuously, with the softest car 
pets, the most luxurious easy-chairs, the most 
costly curtains, and pretty, bizarre little tables 
and bureaus, and shelves Various engra 3 
hung upon the walls; a profile-head of Bulwé 
with a large Roman nose and bushy whiskers, 
and one of his Majesty George IV., in that 
famous cloak which Lord Chesterfield bought 
at the sale of his Majesty's wardrobe for eleven 
hundred dollars, and of which the sable lining 
alone originally cost four thousand dolla It 
was perhaps the finest art in that dandy 
wardrobe, which had 
altogether cost al 
most half a million of 
dollars. Then ther 
were little vases and 
boxes and cask 
standing upon all 
possible place with 
Lrare ft er in 4 

ne of them oft 
ent by me kind 
dowager ho wished 
to make sure of Abel 
at a dinner or a se 
lect soirée Pipe S. 
of course, and boxes 
of choice cigars were 

t hand, and in a 
convenient closet 
such a beautiful set 
of English cut glass 
for the use of a gen 
tleman! 

It was no wi nder 
that the rooms of 
Abel Newt became a 
kind of club-room 


and elegant lounge 
for the gay gentle- 
men abouttown. He 
even gave little din- 
ners there to 
little parties, 
times including two 
or three extremely 
vivacious and pretty, 


quiet 
some 





as well as fashiona Ds 
bly dressed, young 
women, whom he was 
not in the habit of 


meeting in 
but who were known 
quite familiarly to 
Abel and his friends. 

Upon other occa- 
sions these little dinners took place out of town, 
whither the gentlemen drove alone in their | g 
gies by daylight, and, meeting the ladies there, 
had the pleasure of driving them back to the 
city in the evening. The “buggy” of Abel's 
day was an open gig without a top, very easy 
upon its springs 
horses. 


society, 





, but dangerous with stumbling 
The drive was along the old Boston 
road, and the rendezvous Cato’s—Cato Alex 
ander’s—near the present shot-tower. If the 
gentlemen returned alone, they finished the 
evening at Benton's, in Ann Street, where they 
played a pretty game of billiards; or at Thiel’s 
retired rooms over the celebrated Stewart's, op 
posite the Park, where they indulged in faro. 
Abel Newt lost and won his money with care 
less grace—always a little glad when he gained, 
for somebody had to pay for all this luxurious 
life. 

Boniface Newt remonstrated. 
late at the office the morning. 
large sums to mect his large expenses 





His son was 
He drew 

Several 
times, instead of instantly filling out the checks as 
Abel directed, the book keeper had delayed, and 
said casually to Mr. Newt during Abel's absence 
at lunch, which was usually prolonged, that he 
supposed it was all right to fill up a check of 
that amount to Mr. Abel's order? Mr. Boni 
face Newt replied, in a dogged way, that he 
supposed it was. 

But one day when the sum had been large, 
and the paternal temper more than usually ruf 
fled, he addressed the junior partner upon his 
return from lunch and his noontide glass with 
his friends at the Washington Hotel, to the ef 
fect that matters were going on much too rap 
idly. 

“To what matters do you allude, father?” 
inquired Mr. Abel, with composure, as he picked 
his teeth with one hand, and surveyed a cigar 
which he held in the other, F 

“I mean, Sir, that you are spending a great 
deal too much money.” : 
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hundred-fold bet ' ' 
you not only come down late and ¢ earl 
and de troy all kind of dis ne by sm 
and lounging, but ' 


——) ee 





est interest in the business: and 
are living at a ? 
i ' 
or that the business can pa for such extr 
gance 


Abel smoked calmly 


Sir, ruinous! 


in tl ! 
* Certain thing e in 
His par 
him as he mad rel k, and mutters 
Well, sup] et 
Now, father 




































IMENADE, EN } URI : 

We ll now if by mie hoc } 1 
tank of New York hadn't nt t+) 
moment, it could redeem the few t} 
might be made upon by borrowing, « i it 
not?” 

Mr. Newt sh k his head affirmatively 

* And, in fine, if it were entire bankrupt, it 
could still dea treme ! ’ very 
considerable time, could it 

Mr Newt as ted 

* And the me age W ki N } 
would have plenty of time to get off before a 
explosi n, if they wanted t 

“Abel, what do you mean l ! 
father 

The young man wa till placid bl 
rings of smoke from his mouth 1 answe 

**Nothing terrible Don’t be alarmed. |! 
is only an illustration of the practical val 

; showing how it covers a retreat 
Do you see the moral, father? 

“No: certainly not I sce no moral at 

“Why, suppose that nobody wanted t 
treat, but that the Bank was only | 
over a dangerous place, then credit 
isn’t it? If it were out of money, i ‘ 
upon its credit until it got the money back 
again.” 

‘** Clearly,” answered Mr. Ne 

“And if it extended its operat 
acquire even more credit! 

“Yes.” 

* Recauss people, believir nt 
of the Bank, would su; pose that it end 
self because it had more meat 

“Yes.” 

** And would not feel 

**No,” said Mr. Newt, fol 
closely. 

“Well, then; don't 1s 

**No, I don’t s dthe father; “that 
is, I don’t see what 1 n.” 

Whi, fathe ‘ I nt ! 











i esn w this} yainst the house. We ex- 
tend ourselves; we live libs rally, but we pay the 
bills. Every body says, ‘ Newt & Son are doing 
a thumping business.’ Perhaps we are—per- 
haps we are not. We are crossing the bridge 
of credit, Before people know that we have 
been living up to our incomes—quite up, father 
cdear’—Mr. Newt frowned an entire assent— 
“we have plenty of money !” 

‘How, in Heaven's name!” caied Boniface 
Newt, springing up, and in so loud a tone that 
the clerks looked in from the outer office. 

‘By my marriage,” returned Abel, quietly. 

‘With whom?” asked Mr. Newt, earnestly. 

“With an heiress.” 

‘* What's her name?” 

“ Yust what I am trying to find out,” replied 
Abel. lightly, az he threw his cigar away. ** And 


now I put it t 1, futher, as a man of the 
worl Ls ible, sagacious, suecessful mer- 
chant, am I not more likely to meet and marry 
such a girl—ioving her, of course, that’s under- 
stood—if I live generously in society, than if I 
shut myself » to be a mere dig?” 


Mr. Newt was not sure. Perhaps it was so. 
le, it probably was so. 
to marry merely for money— 
—how is that?” 

r, of course, not merely for money. 
Money is a happy accident. At the same time 
I do feel as if I could dispense with the necessi- 
t 
i 
| 
¥ 





if life more easily than the luxuries.” ‘The 
father and son smiled together. ‘I do not be- 
ve I was made for love in a cottage. And 
et, with the woman you love—!” 
' Abel smiled curiously. The woman of whom 
he spoke might have been frightened by such a 


However, father, it is not the Millennium. 
When that comes, I suppose we shall all live in 
Only the 
cottages will have all the modern conveniences. 
A man can't expect to marry as if it were the 
It’s very sad—very sad in- 

deed,” said Abel, half-smiling at his father. 
That gentleman shook his head as if he were 
quite of the same opinion, but not at all as if 
he pereeived that his son was ingenuously bur- 
lesquing his little peculiarities of style in con- 

versation 

Nor did Mr. Abel suggest to his father that, 
for the purpose of marrying an heiress, if he 
to be so fortunate as to meet 
me, and, having met her, to become enamored 
» might be justified in wooing her for 
—that for all these contingencies it was 
i good thing for a young man to have a regular 
isipess connection and apparent employment 
ind very advantageous indeed that that con- 
ction should be with a man so well known in 
commercial and fashionable circles as his fa- 
ther. That of itseif was one of the great ad- 
intages of credit. It was a frequent joke of 
Abel’s with his father, after the recent conver- 
sation, that credit was the most creditable thing 


cottages with the women we love. 


Millennium now. 


should ever chane 








During these brilliant days of young bache- 
lorhood Abel, by some curious chance, had not 
met Hope Wayno, who was passing the winter 
in New York with her Aunt Dinks, and who 
had hitherto declined all society. It was well 
known that she was in town. The beautiful 
Boston heiress was often enough the theme of 
discourse among the youth at Abel's rooms. 

‘Is she re going to marry that Dinks? 
Why, the man’s a donkey!” said Corlaer Van 
Boozenberg. 

‘*And are there no donkeys among your 
married friends?” inquired Abel, with the air 
of a naturalist pursuing his researches. 

One day, indeed, as he was passing Stew- 





art's, he saw her alighting from a carriage. 
He was not alone; and as ke passed their eyes 
met. He bowed profoundly. She bent her 


head without speaking, as one acknowledges a 
t acquaintance. It was not a ‘‘ cut,” as 
Abel said to himself; not at all, It was simply 
ranking me with the herd. 

‘* By Jove, she's handsome!” said Herbert 
Octorne, who was with him, and who was en- 

wed to Miss Lucy Shrimp. ‘‘ Why the deuce 
didn’t she come to New York before ?” 

Mr. Octoyne meant that, had she had the 
good fortune to do 30, he would have honored 
her purse with his hand rather than Miss 
Shrimp’s. 

**Who's that stopping to speak with her?’ 
asked Corlaer, as he turned back to see her. 

“That's Arthur Merlin. Don’t you know? 
He's a painter. 1 wonder how the deuce he 
came to know her !”’ 

In fact, it was the painter. It was the first 
time he had met her since the summer days of 
Saratoga; and as he stood talking with her 
upon tbe sidewalk, and observed that her cheeks 
had an unusual flush, and her manner a slight 
he could not help feeling a secret 
cling, in trath, so deep a delight, 
, d into that lovely face, that he found 
himself reflecting. as he walked away, how very 
fortunate it was that he was so entirely devoted 
It is very fortunate indeed, thought 
he. And vet it might be a pity, too, if I should 
chance to meet some beautiful and sympathetic 
woman ; because, being so utterly in love with 
my art, it would be impossible for me to fall in 
love with her! Quite impossible! Quite out 

f the question! 

Just as he thought this he bumped against 

he one, and looked up suddenly. A calm, 
half-smused face met his glance, as Arthur 

iid, hastily, “1 beg your pardon.” 

‘My pardon is granted,” returned the gen- 
‘* but still you had better look out for 
yourself,” 

" ht T shall not hit any body else,’ 
Arthur, as he bowed and was passing on. 
“J am not speaking of other people,” replied 





” 


’ 


excitement, 





pleasure 


as he le 





to his art. 


tleman 


said 
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: other, with al wk which was *¥ 
but very puzzling. 

“ Whom do you mean, then?” asked Arthur 
Merlin. 

“ Yourself, of course,” said the gentleman 
with the half-amused face. 

“+ How ?” inquired Arthur. 

“To*guard ayainst Venus rising from the 
fickle sea, or Hope descending from a car- 
riage,” rejoined his companion, putting out his 
hand. 

Arthur looked surprised, and, could he have 
resisted the face of his new acquaintance, he 
would have added indignation to his expression. 
But it was impossible. 

“To whom do I owe such excellent ad- 
vice ?” 

“To Lawrence Newt, of the India trade,” 
answered that gentleman, putting out his hand. 
‘I am glad to make your acquaintance, Mr 
Arthur Merlin.” 

The painter shook the merchant's hand cor- 
dially. ‘They had some further conversation, 
and finally Mr. Merlin turned, and the two men 
strolled together down town. While they yet 
talked Lawrence Newt observed that the eyes 
of his eompanion studied every carriage that 
passed. He did it in a very natural, artless 
way; but Lawrence Newt smiled with his eyes, 
and at length said, as if Arthur had asked him 
the question, ‘* There she comes!” 

Arthur was a little bit annoyed, and said, 
suddenly, and with a fine air of surprise, 
* Who?” 

Lawrence turned and looked him full in the 
face ; upon which the painter, who was so fa- 
natically devoted to his art that many things 
were clearly impossible, said “* Oh!” as if some- 
body had answered his question. 

The next moment both gentlemen bowed to 
Hope Wayne, who passed with Mrs. Dinks in 
her carriage. 

Fanny Newt, of course, had heard from Al- 
fred of the interview with his mother on the 
same evening, as they sat in Mrs. Newt’s parlor 
before going into the ball. Fanny was arrayed 
in a charming evening costume. It was low 
about the neck, which, except that it was very 
white, descended like a hard, round beach from 
the low shrubbery of her back hair to the shore 
of the dress. It was very low tide; but there 
was a gentle ripple of laces and ribbons that 
marked the line of division. Mr. Alfred Dinks 
had taken a little refreshment since the conver- 
sation with his mother, and felt at the moment 
quite equal to any emergency. 

“The fact is, Fanny dear,” said he, ‘that 
mother has always insisted that I should marry 
Hope Wayne. Now Hope Wayne is a very 
pretty girl, a deuced pretty girl; but, by George ! 
she’s not the only girl in the world, hey, Fanny ?” 

At this point Mr. Dinks made free with the 
lips of Miss Newt. 

“Pah! Alfred, my dear, you have been drink- 
ing wine,”’ said she, moving gently away from 
him. 

“Of course Ihave, darling; haven’t I dined?” 
replied Alfred, renewing the endearment. 

Now Fanny’s costume was too careful, her 
hair too elaborately arranged, to withstand suc- 
cessfully these osculatory onsets. 

“ Alfred, dear, we may as well understand 
these little matters at once,” said she. 

“What little mazters, darling?” inquired Mr. 
Dinks, with interest. He was unwontedly ani- 
mated, but, as he explained—he had dined. 

“ Why, this kissing business.” 

“You dear!” cried Alfred, impetuously com- 
mitting a fresh breach of the peace. 

“Stop, Alfred,” said Fanny, imperionsly. 
*“T won't have this. I mean,” said she, in a 
mollified tone, remembering that she was only 
engaged, not married, “I mean that you tum- 
ble me dreadfully. Now, dear, I'll make a lit- 
tle rule. You know you don’t want your Fan- 
ny to look mussed up, do you, dear?” and she 
touched his cheek with the tip of one finger. 
Dinks shook his head negatively. ‘“ Well, then, 
you shall only kiss me when I am in my morn- 
ing-dress, and one kiss, with hands off, when 
we say good-night.” 

She smited a little, cold, hard, black smile, 
smoothing her rumpled feathers, and darting 
glances at herself in the large mirror opposite,, 
as if she censidered her terms the most reason- 
able in the world. 

“Tt seems to me very little,” said Alfred 
Dinks, diseontentedly ; “besides, you always 
look best when you are dressed.” 

**Thank you, love,” returned Fanny ; “just 
remember the morning-dress, please, for I shall ; 
and now tell me all about your conversation 
with your mother,” 

Alfred told the story. Fanny listened with 
alarm. She had watched Mrs. Dinks closely 
during the whole summer, and she was sure 
for Fanny knew herself thoroughly, and rea- 
soned accordingly—that the lady would stop 
at nothing in the pursuit of her object. 

‘* What a selfish woman it is!” thought Fan- 
ny. ‘Not content with Alfred’s share of the 
inheritance, she wants to bring the whole Burt 
fortune into her family. How insatiable some 
people are!” 

“ Alfred, has your mother seen Hope since 
she talked with you?” 

** I’m sure I don’t know.” 

“Why didn’t you warn her not to?” 

“T didn’t think of it.” 

“But why didn’t you think of it? If you'd 
only have put her off, we could have got time,” 
said Fanny, a little pettishly. 

“Got time for what?” asked Alfred, blankly. 

* Alfred,” said Fanny, coaxing herself to 
speak gently, “I’m afraid you will be trying, 
dear. [am very much afraid of it.” 

The lover looked doubtful and alarmed. 

“Don't look like a fool, Alfred, for Heaven's 


| sake!” cried Fanny; but she immediately re- 











‘ vered herse if, an i l. th 1 en ile, = You 
sec, dear, how I can scold if want io. Bat 
you'll never let me, I know.” 

“ Mr. Dinks hoped certainly that he never 
should. “But I sha’n’t be a very hard hus- 
band, Fanny. I shall let you do pretty much 
as you want to,” said he, with the air of a chiv- 
alric rooster. 

“Dearest, I know you will,” rejoined his 
charmer. “But the thing is now to know 
whether your mother has seen Hope Wayne.” 

“T’'ll go and ask her,” said Alfred, rising. 

“My dear fellow,” replied Fanny, with her 
mouth screwed into a semblance of smiling, 
** You'll drive me distracted. I must insist on 
common sense. It is too delicate a question 
for you to ask.” 

Mr. Dinks grinned and looked bewildered. 
Then he assumed a very serious expression. 

** It doesn’t seem to me to be hard to ask my 
mother if she has seen my cousin.” 

“Pooh! you silly—I mean, my precious dar- 
ling, your mother’s too smart for you. She'd 
have every thing out of you in a twinkling.” 

‘I suppose she would,” said Alfred, meekly. 

Fanny Newt wagged her foot very rapidly and 
looked fixedly upon the floor. Alfred gazed at 
her admiringly—thought what a splendid Mrs 
Alfred Dinks he had secured, and smacked his 
lips as if he were tasting her. He kissed his 
hand to her as he sat. He kissed the air toward 
her. But he might as well have blown kisses to 
the brown spire of Trinity Church. 

* Alfred, you must solemnly promise me one 
thing,” she said, at length. 

“* Sweet,” said Alfred, who began to feel that 
he had dined very much, indeed —“ sweet, 

come here !” 

Fanny flushe 1 and wrinkled her brow. Mr. 
Dinks was frightened. 

*Oh no, dear—no, not at all,” said he. 

“* My love,” said she, in a voice as calm but 
as black as her eyes, “‘ do you promise or not? 
That’s all.” 

Pocr Dinks! He said Yes, in a feeble way, 
and hoped she wouldn't be angry. Indeed—in- 
deed—he didn’t know how much he had been 
drinking. But the fellers kept ordering wine 
and he had to drink on, and, oh! dear, he 
wouldn't do so again if Fanny would only forgive 
him. Dear, dear Fanny, please to forgive a 
miserable feller!’ And Miss Newt's betrothed 
sobbed and wept and half writhed on the sofa 
in maudlin woe. 

Fanny stood erect, patting the floor with her 
foot and looking at this spectacle. She thought 
she had counted the cost. But the price seemed 
at this instant a little high. Twenty-two years 
old now, and if she lived to be only seventy, 
then forty-cight years of Alfred Dinks! It was 
a very large sum, indeed, But Fanny bethought 
her of the balm in Gilead. Forty-eight years 
of married life was very different from an en- 
gagement of that period. Courage, ma chére! 

* Alfred,” said’ she, at length, *‘listen to me. 
Go to your mother before she goes to bed to- 
night, and say to her that there are reasons why 
she must not speak of your engagement to any 
body, not even to Hope Wayne. And if she 
begins to pump you, tell her that it is the es- 
pecial request of the lady—whom you may call 
‘she,’ you needn't say Hope—that no question 
of any kind shall be asked, or the engagement 
may be broken. Do you understand, dear?’ 

Fanny leaned toward him, coaxingly, as she 
asked the question. 

**Oh yes, I understand,” replied Alfred. 

“ And you'll do just as Fanny says, won’t you 
dear?” said she, even more caressingly. 

“Yes, I will, I promise,” answered Alfred. 

‘**You may kiss me, dear,” said Fanny, lean- 
ing toward him so that the operation need not 
disarrange her toilet. 

Alfred Dinks kept his.word; and his mother 
was perfectly willing to do as she was asked. 
She smiled with intelligence whenever she saw 
her son and his cousin together, and remarked 
that Hope Wayne’s demeanor did not in the 
least betray the engagement. And she smiled 
with the same intelligence when she remarked 
how devoted Alfred was to Fanny Newt. 

**Can it possibly be that Alfred knows so 
‘much ?” she asked herself, wondering over the 
long time during which her son’s cunning had 
remained dormant. 

** Who are those gentlemen to whom you are 
bowing, Hope?” Mrs. Dinks asked, as they sat 
together in the carriage, and she saw her niece 
lean forward and blush as she bowed. 

“Mr. Merlin and Mr. Lawrence Newt,” re- 
plied Hope.° 

“Oh, I did not observe.” 

After a while she said, “ Don’t you think, 
Hope, you could make up your mind to go to 
Mrs. Brickle’s ball next week? You know you 
haven't been out at all.” 

‘* Perhaps,” replied Hope, doubtfally. 

** Just as you please, dear. I think it is quite 
as well to stay away if you want to. Your re- 
tirement is very natural and proper and beau- 
tiful, under the circumstances, although it is 
unusual. Of course I don’t fully understand. 
But I have perfect confidence in the justice of 
your reasons.” } 

Mrs. Dinks looked at Hope tenderly and 
ciously, as she said this, and smiled meaningly. 

Hope was entirely bewildered. Then a sud- 
den apprehension shot through her mind as she 
thought of what her aunt’had said. She asked 
suddenly and a little proudly, 

“What do you mean by ‘circumstances,’ 
aunt?” 

Mrs. Dinks was uneasy in her torn. But she 
pushed bravely on; and said kindly, 

““Why on earth shouldn't I know why you 
are unwilling to have it known, Hope? You 
know I am as still as the grave.” 

** Have what known, aunt?” asked Hope. 

‘*Why, dear,” replied Mrs. Dinks, confused 
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by Hope’s air of innocence, “ your engagement. 
of course.” 

“My engagement?” said Hope, with a look 
of utter amazement ; “to whom, I should like to 
know ?” 

Mrs. Dinks looked at her for an instant, and 
resolved she would clear up the mystery at 
once. 

“ Are you not engaged to Alfred?” 

Hope Wayne’s look of anxious surprise me)t- 
ed into an expression of intense amusement. 

**To Alfred Dinks!” said she, in a glow, udi- 
crous tone, and with her eyes sparkling with 
laughter. ‘‘ Why, my dear aunt!” 

Mrs. Dinks was overwhelmed by a sudden 
consciousness of bitter disappointment mingled 
with an exasperating conviction that she had 
been somehow duped. The tone was thick in 
which she answered. 

** What is the meaning of this? Hope, are 
you deceiving me?” 

She knew Hope was not deceiving her as well 
as she knew that they were sitting together in 
the carriage. 

Hope's reply was a clear, ringing, irresistible 
laugh. Then she said, 

“It’s high time I went to balls, I see. I will 
go to Mrs. Brickle’s. But, dear aunt, have you 
seriously believed such a story?” : 

‘*Do I think my son is a liar?” replied Mrs. 
Dinks, sardonically. 

The laugh faded from Hope's face. 

“Did he say so?”’ asked she. 

** Certainly he did.” 

, “Alfred Dinks told you I was engaged to 
him ?” 

e “ Alfred Dinks told me you were engaged to 
im.” 

They drove on for some time without speak- 

ing. 

“What does he mean by using my name in 
that way?” said Hope, with the Diana look in 
her eyes. 

“Oh! that you must settle with him,” replied 
the other. “I'm sure I don’t know.” 

And Field Marshal Mrs. Dinks settled her- 
self back upon the seat and said no more, but 
drove on in an indescribably electrical state. 
Hope Wayne sat silent and erect by her side. 

Poor Aifred! He was just smoking out sach 
a choice cigar with such a choice coterie of 
good fellows at the Washington Hotel. 

“Come, Dinks, it’s your turn to settle,” said 
one of his friends as they blew the last clouds 
from their cigars, 

**I can’t to-day; I haven’t any money in my 
pocket; I left my purse at home, and I’m go- 
ing to Boston this afternoon; but when I come 
back, I'll take my turn.” 

Poor Alfred! There was a heavier reckoning 
in store for him. 


DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE. 


PERSONAL, 


We read in the Tribune: * Rufus Choate died at Hal- 
ifax on Tuesday, the 12th instant, a few months less than 
sixty yearsold. ‘The facts of his career are detailed in 
another column; but the greatness of his reputation and 
the splendor of his genius render his demise a fitting oc- 
casion for remark here. The name of the deceased car- 
ries its own eulogy with it. Asan advocate, as an ora- 
tor, his fame is National. Whatever difference of senti- 
ment might exist between him and others, all acknow!l- 
edge the lustre of his faculties and the solidity of his ac- 
quisitions, In the Senate of the United States he dis- 
tinguished himself by able speeches. In the Supreme 
Court, as well as in inferior tribunals, he held the first 
rank. Thoroughly master of rhetoric, opulent to excess 
sometimes in the resources of language when passion and 
ideality were appropriate, he was severe in his style, both 
as a political and a legal speaker, when severity was re- 
quired. His statements then were marked by the closest 
and plainest language. As a jury-lawyer he was with- 
out a superior, indeed without an equal, in the eountry. 
His ability to sway the stubborn twelve was proverbial, 
some of the most extraordinary and memorable of his 
oratorical points were made under these circumstances. 
But nationally Mr. Choate is best known by his orations. 
These are remarkable specimens of fine, sonorous dic- 
tion, of a broad style, of superabundant and often ex- 
ceedingly involved and inextricable illustration. In the 
use of rhetorical figures no one ventured so far as Mr. 
Choate; no one could maintain and bring safely to a con- 
clusion such extended sentences. Added to the native rich- 
ness of his imagination was ample scholarship. He was 
a Greek student as well as an indefatigable worker in 
English literature. The thorough finish of his training 
was evidenced in all he wrote. ‘Style isthe man;" and 
the style of Mr. Choate indicated the man; a rich, gen- 
erous nature, a noble scope of intellectuality, an extreme 
degree of polish, but not et the expense of solidity. That 
Mr. Choate was capable of sincere and devoted friendship 
was evinced by his attachment to Mr. Webeter. He 
gave way deferentially to the Expounder of the Consti- 
tution; and his words never found greater, if so great, 
intensity, as when pouring forth the in memoriam ora- 
tory over that friend.” 

The Herald says: ** The friends of Hon. D. E. Sickles 
have learned that he and his wife are about to resume 
marital relations, if they had not already done so. It 
was rumored that he was about to sue for a divorce, but 
that idea has been abandoned. The families of both put 
their heads*together, and after discussing all the pros 
and cons they came to the conclusion that it would be 
better for Mr. Sickles and his wife to live together again 
in peace and mutual affection, burying the past in the 
grave of oblivion. Both parties have agreed to this step, 
and it is said their love is greater than ever.” 

We understand that the political and personal friends 
of Mr. Sickles are much disappointed at this event. 








FOREIGN NEWS. 


THE WAR. 
THE BATTLE OF SOLFERINO. 


Mn. Raymonn, of the New York Times, had the good 
fortune to be present at the battle, and has written the 
following account of it: 

“ The battle commenced at a little before five o'clock 
in the morning—not far from sunrise. Just back of Cas- 
tiglione rises a high range of hills—which projects a mile 
or thereabout into the plain and then breaks off toward 
the left into a wide expanse of smaller hills, and so into 
the rolling surface which makes that portion of the plain. 





The Austrians had taken position upon these hills, plant- 
ing cannon upon those nearest to Castiglione which they 
could approach, as the French army was in full foree iu 
and around that little village; and had stationed theis 
immense array all over the surrounding plain, As near. 
ly as we can now learn the Kinperor Francis-Joseph had 
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collected here not less tha 25,000 troops, and « 
manded them in person vi t pury ' 
make a stand here, and rt s of the ur uy 
the hazards of the day \ 1 promptly aceepted 
the « lenge, and commenced the attack as soon as it 
was light this morning, by placing cannon upon tl hills 





still nearer to Castiglione than those held by the Aus 
trians, and ning fire upon them on the heig 
y k his own stand 1 


a steep, sharp-backed ridge, wh 





i the highest of thers 





t ich commands a magnifi 
cent view of the entire circuit of the plain, and from that 
point directed the entire movements of his army during 
the early portion of the day The French very soon 
drove the enemy out of the posts they held nearest to th 
town, and followed them ir 
plain below. The first o 
had a sharp and protract iwagement The 
disputed every inch of the ground, and fough 
they did throughout the day, with the utmost des; 
tion. They were three times driven out of the town, be- 
fore they would stay out. The people of the village, 
moreover, took part against the French, upon whom they 
fired from their windows, and the French were compelled, 
in self-defense, to burn the town. 
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TUK BATTLE FECOMES GENERAL, 

“ When they found it impossible to hold their ground 
any long 
reached the Vilage of V 
map, lies directly 
about a mile from t 









m Castiglione, and is only 


River Mincio, from which, } 













ever, it is separated by a range of hills. Upon t ills, 
in the rear of the town, and overlooking it « tely 
on the south and southeast sides, had 
planted very formida t ved 
rpon the field and went at onc . 
Emperor had stood at the openi t 
but which he had left an hour bef i 

rious troops, these batteries were ing away up the 


French who were stationed on the plain below I wa 
off to observe with any accuracy the suc 
of the action, bat I could distinctly see the troops sia- 
tioned upon the broad pl and moving up in masses 
toward the front, where the artillery was posted, as thei: 
But as soon as they reached th 
dily enveloped in the smoke of 
ared from observation tut the 
n made evident by the slacke 

e, and by the falling back 
rresponding advance on the part of t 
» the French artillery, The cann 
t lasted for over an hour; but in 5 
ion the Austrians retreated it was not pos 
ble from the position I occupied to see. I was afraid 
change it, moreover, because, although I might ea» 
have gone more directly and closely upon the field, I 
could not have found any eminence upon the plain from 
which I could have had so sweeping and complete a 
view 
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THE STORM. 

*“ But the battle continued to rage all over the region 
northwest of a line connecting the towns of Castiglione, 
Solferino, and Volta. At one point after another a sharp 
cannonading would ari<e and continue for half or three- 
quarters of an hour—and after each successive engage- 
ment of this kind, the result became apparent in the re- 
treat of the Austrians and the advance of the French 
forces. During all the early part of the day the sky had 
been clear and the weather hot. But clouds began to 
gather at about noon, and at five« clock, while the cannon- 
ade was at its height, a tremendous thunder-storm roll 
up from the northwest; the wind came first, swee 
from the parched streets an enormous cloud of dust, 
was soon followed by a heavy fall of rain, accompanie 
by vivid lightning and rapid explosions of rattling thun- 
der. ‘The storm lasted for about an hour, and the can- 
nonading, so far as we could distinguish, was suspended. 
Then the rain ceased, the clouds blew away, the sun shone 
out again, and the air was cooled and pertectly delig 
ful Though the cannon may have ceased for a time to 
take part in it, the fight had meantime gone on.“ 

The account of the Austrian retreat, from the same 
pen, will be found on page 476. 
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ANOTHER ACCOUNT, 





The correspond of Galignanis Messenger writes: 
“We arrived at Castiglione at six o'clock yesterday | 
morning, and found a column of French troops engaged 
at half a league distance with the Austrians, commanded 
by their Emperor in person, and who had, it is said, 
promised that he would take them to dine at Milan in 
the evening, and on the following day drown all the Al 
lies in the Ticino. It is unnecessary to say that the Aus 
trian army was a most formidable one. The attack, 
which commenced at Solferino, near Castiglione and the 
Lake of Garda, and on one of the hills of the chain of the 
Tyrolean mountains, did not take place without material 
losses on the part of the French, for the two regiments— 
the Ninety-first and Ninety-eighth—of the line, and the 
Seventeenth battalion of foet chaseurs, had to contend 
against a force ten times superior in number, and advan- 
tageoutly posted on arising ground. The French began 
to fall back, overcome by numbers, when the battalion 
of chasseurs of the Guard, and the first two regiments of 
Voltigeurs, forming together the First brigade of the 
Second division, under General Camou, came to their as- 
sistance. On seeing this reinforcement the former force 
rallied and rushed on the enemy, who were driven from 
their position. They were pursued at the point of the 
bayonet to the bottom of the ravine, where there was a 
village, where other Austrian troops were posted. The 
firing recommenced from the windows of the houses and 
from loopholes in the walis, which caused considerable 
losses, The Austrians were, however, at last driven out 
of the village, and from six or eight other strong positions 
which they oceupied on the hills along the Lake of Gar- 
da. Several other villages were also carried. At length 
the French had expended all their ammunition, and had 
nothing left but their bayonets. They made good use 
of that weapon, but the enemy perceiving their situation 
ceased their retreat. 

** Fortunately, at that time the Zouaves arrived and 
supported the enemy's fire with artillery while a supply 
of ammunition was distributed. That being soon done, 
a charge was made, and the Austrians retired on the 
strong village of Cavriana, where they intrenched them- 
selves in the houses and on the towers of the churches 
whence they kept up a galling fire. As soon, however, 
as the French got on the hill on which the village is 
bulit, a horrible carnage was made among the enem 
and they were driven bu 





























ack on Peschiera. While the in- 
fantry of the Guard were performing those exploits on 
the hills, the cavalry, which had only joined during the 
last few days, were beating the Austrian cavalry in the 


plain 





THE AUSTRIAN ACCOUNT, 
The following is the text of the telegraphic d 
published by the Vienna Gazetie : 


ispatch, 


Venowa, June 05, 1959 
The Austrian army passed the Mincio on t 
at four different points. The right w 





g occu 





pied Pozzolongo, Solferino, and Cavriana; the left wing | 


advanced on the 24th to Guidizzolo and Castelgaffred 

and forced~back on every point the enemy who opposed 
it. While the Austrian army was continuing its for 
ward movement toward the Cliese, the 
in their turn assumed the offensive with all their f 


t so considerable a number of troops that at 
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the morning the two pr 
collision rhe sec 1 Austriar 
wing under the command of Geners 
usly until two o'clock the ints occupied 

1 the principal line ; and the first corps, commanded by 
General Count Wimpffen, gained gr 
the left, toward the Chiese About he 
French directed their principal attack against Solferino, 
and after a combat of several hours seized that position 








although heroically defended by the fifth corps d'armée 
Imnu.ediately after the French advanced again and at- 
tacked Cavriana, which was also valiantly defended until 
evening by the first corps, supported by the seventh ; but 
lon that 

rements were going 





eventually it was necessary to aba 

French. While the eng the 
possession of Solferino and Cavriana, the eighth corps 
advanced from Pozzolengo on the extremity of the right 
wing and forced back the Piedmontese troops, which it 
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married. end want el e) a ! pe ls “ boxes te — were hich and the; of the Hungarians was alive ten minutes after.’ | sure of good treatment. She refused to answer the | house they ha:l just q ittel. They rust 
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a prt SP eho ben ti I \ a ayy" nye ne — had done its fatal | W hile I remained in the village a most painful and | trians, She then commenced carrying the guns|the ground. The soldiers outside thrust 
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ton hodien of . ye mage) "They came upon us,’ said | French, deposited in a house some fire-arms they | left to resume the care of the wounded, when a| wretched man writhing in his last ag 
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sacl just q sited. They rushed into it, , for the fature to keep away from the battle-fields , break off the engagement, and the division Berger 
y of the assassiM Was soon thrown to until the wounded had been attended to and the | continued its march toward Lodi without further 
| ‘The soldiers outside thrust their bay- | dead buried. The prisoners will be marched off | molestation.” 
3 body, and as I came into the street, to-night to Novara.” Other correspondents say: “ Before attacking, a 
the report of the gun, I saw the It will be noticed that our picture represents a | few cannon shot were fired from the bridge before 
an writhing in his last agony. The | thunder-storm bursting on the scene. The Aus-| the town, which the Austrians had again left stand- 
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sistance was met until they came to a cemetery to 
the left of the road, just before the entrance of the 
It is surrounded by a wall from fifteen to 
eighteen feet high, and covered outside 
stones of black marble imbedded in it 
entrance to it is a large, massive iron gate 
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was not creat, for al. 
ready had the 10th 
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Line, on one side, and 


the 10th Chaseseurs 


and the 15th of the 
Line on the other. Ev- 
er house was strong- 
ly occupi and obsti 
nately defended. Con 
cealed behind the win 
dows, the enemy, suf- 

tected, di- 


ficiently pr 
’ 


’ ed a murderous 


re on the attacking 
lumns, They never 
owed themselves for 
nstant in the open, 


u loa ing behind 
the wall ran ovt and 
fired in epite of this 

sdivantag: which 


occasjoned 4 < deal 


of loss, 


yther was ck 





one house after 
ured of 
\ustrians Just 
¢ outekirts of the 
town is a large build 
once a chateau, 
lately used by the 


\ustrians as a House 


of Correction: it stands 
in the midst of a 
juare, and is sur- 
rounded by a large 
ry ditch To this 


juare a large mass of 
A ustriar 
back 


was pressed 
There is a dow- 
le gate wavy, the outer 


s Squaretower, having 
idently onee been 
connected by a draw- 


ridge with the inner 






ne; now a causeway 
leads over it, and 
thr h this the Aus- 
triane had to make 
their way. They were 
here caught by the 
Zouaves, and a num- 
ber of them bayonet- 
ed Those who could 
get through in time 
ran to the garden 
which leads off the 
courtyard into the 
flelds. A messive iron 
gate separates the 
two, and the Austri 
wns found means to 
shut this The build- 
ng on all other sides 
is by a 
with 

’ t 15 to 
so that 

er ssue on 
that «id Resides, 
i Auetrians had 
throw! some earth- 
works in the elda fac- 
ing it ut th ter 
ruption lasted ly just 
long enough to allow 
another body to go 


round, and once in 
ihe open field, it was 
child's play 
. In an howr ar 1 
a half the Austrians 
were dri out of the 
town, with a loss of 
1000 prisoners one 
gun, and at least 4000 
dead and wounded 
A Milan letter re 
lates the following ep 
isode of the battle 
‘ During a charge of the Ist Zouaves their com- 
manding officer, Colonel Lummel, found himself 
opposed hand to hand to the colonel! of an Austrian 
regiment. Being both on hors hack. they seized 
each other by the body, and a tremendous strag 
gle ensued The Austrian officer fire ii vol 
but his arm being forced up at the moment ne 
missed the French colonel, w! ut . . tre 
and shot the horse of his adversary Aat -" 
mal was falling he ran its rider through ¢ be 


and killed him." 











AUDUN AND HIS WHITE BEAR. 


FROM THE OUD NORSE. 
Se 
(The following quaint atory of the adventures of an 


Icelander in the eleventh century is taken from the Saga 
Harold Sigardson, ‘This was that Norwegian 








king whose hard, unyielding temper gained him the 
nickname of Hardrada, “ Hardrede,”’ Ue was St. Olof's 
brother, after whose death he fled East to Byzantium, 
and became captain of the Greek Emperor's Varangians. 
Ret ing, after several years, he found Magnus, Olof's 
i e Norwegian throne, a share of which he claim- 
ed and ¢ At the death of his nephew he became sole 
Kine of N wa and st last, having taken up the cause 
of Tos 1 at tle tamford Bridge, in 
Yorkshi in 1066, and f those seven feet of 
E ish ground which his namesake the Anglo-Saxon 
Harold haa promised him. Sweyn, whose bounty cemes 

t so characteristically in the story, was that King 
Sweyn of Denmark who claimed the crown of England 
f ) Edward the Cenfessor as Cannte’s heir, and whose 


death, by falling overboard when on the eve of embark- 
ing for England to assert hie right, may still be seen 
sculptured as one of God's judgments in the Chapel of 
the Confessor, at the back of the High Altar in Westmin- 
ster Abbey.) 

THERK was a man named Audun, an Icelander 
and Westfirther; his means were small, but his 
re ess was well known. This Audun once sail- 
ed from Iceland with a Norseman whose name was 
Thorir, but before he went he made over almost all 
his goods to his mother-—and after all, it was not 
more than enough to keep her for two years. Aft- 
er that they put to sea with a fair breeze, and soon 
mad Audun staid with Thorir that win- 
ter, and next summer thoy beth sailed out to Green- 





le Norway. 


land, and were there the next winter. There Au- 
dun vought a white bear, well tamed, and he gave 
for the beast all the money he had—for it was the 


greatest treasure of 


heard of. 

Next summer they sailed back to Norway, and 
had a good voyage; as for Thorir, the captain, he 
went back to his own house, but Audun got him- 
self a passage east to Wick in the Cattegat, and 
took his bear with him, and looked about for a 
lodging while he staid there; for he meant to 
make his way south to Denmark, and give the 
bear to King Sweyn. But just then the war and 
strife between King Harold and Sweyn was at its 
height. It happened, too, that Harold was then 
in the town whither Auden came,eand he soon 
heard how an Icelander had come from Greenland 
with such a tame white bear, The king sent at 
once for Audun, so he went before the king and 
greeted him. The king took his words well, and 
asked, 

‘‘ Hast thou that white bear which is such a 
treasure ?” 


a bear that had ever been 


" said Audun. 

The king said, ‘‘ Wilt thou sell us the beast for 
the same price thou gavest for it ?” 

‘I will not do that, lord,” said Audun, 

“Wilt thou,” says the king, “ that I give thee 
twice as much, and that is fairer, if indeed thou 
gavest for it all thy money ?” 

‘* I will not do that, lord,” he said. 

“ Wilt thou give it me, then ?” says the king. 

“ That, too, [ will not do,” says the Icelander, 

*“ What wilt thou do with it, then?” said the 
king. 

Audun answers: 
up my mind to do: 
it to King Sweyn.’ 

Then King Harold said, “Is it now that thou 
art so ignorant a man that thou hast not heard of 
all this war and strife which is between the lands 
here, or dost thou think thy luck so great that thou 
wilt be able to bring this treasure to King Sweyn 
when others can not get to his land without trouble, 


forces them to ro? 


“IT have 


‘What T have already made 
go south to Denmark and give 


even when need 
Audun answers: 


“ Lord, this now lies in your 
power, but ! will 


say yes to no other way than the 
one I have already spoken of, and made up my 
mind to follow.” 

Then the king 


said, ‘I see no reason why thou 


shouldst not go as thou pleasest; but I make this 
bargain, that thou comest here to me when thou 
gettest back, and tell nie how King Sweyn reward- 
ed thee for the beast. Maybe thou art a man of 


luck.” 

“I'll give vou my word t 
dun. And away he went, and 
to Denmark. But when he g here every penny 
of his money was spent, and he had to beg for food 
both for his bear and himself. So he went to a 
bailiff of the king, whose was Auki, and 
berged him to get him some food, that he might 
feed himself and the bear, which he meant to give 
King Sweyn. 

Auki answers; ‘* I will sell thee food, if thou 
wiit.”’ 

**T have rothing to give for it now,” said Au- 
lun; “ but I would be glad to hit upon some way 
of bringing the beast to the king, for it were a 
great scathe if so precious a thing were to die on 
my hands.” 


do that,” said Au- 


passage south 








name 
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Auki said, “ Ye'll both of ye need much food 
before ye get to the king. And now I'll make you 
this offer: I will feed ye both till then, but then 
I must have half the beast; and what thou hast 
now to look at is this—that thou wilt not have 
even half of it if it starves to death on your 
hands.” 

Audun thought this choice hard, but still could 
see nothing better for it as things stood ; so they 
struck a bargain, and he agreed to sell Auki half 
the bear, on condition that they started for where 
the king was at once, and should reckon the worth 
on both sides, first on the food which Auki gave 
him, and then of the beast ; and that Auki should 
pay Audun so much as was over, if the king 
thought half the bear worth more than the food. 
So they went, both of them, till they found King 
Sweyn. He greeted Auki, the bailiff, well, but 
asked the man who came with him who he was, 
for he did not know him. 

Audun answers: “‘I am a man from Iceland, 
new come from Norway, but before that I came 
from Greenland. My errand hither was to give 
you this white bear, which I bought out there in 
Greenland with all my goods; bat a great change 
has befallen me, for now I own no more than half 
the beast.” 

After that hg told the king the whole tory, and 
all that passed between him and Auki. 

** Then the king said, “‘ Is this true, Auki, what 
he says?” 

“ True it is,” says Auki. 

Then the king said, “And thoughtest thou it 
fell to thee, when I had set thee over my goods 
and given thee great place, to tax and toll what 
an outlander and a stranger had undertaken to 
bring me as a treasure—who gave for it all his 
goods; and that, too, when our greatest foes 
thought it good to let him go on his way in peace ? 
Think, now, how truthless it was in thee to do 
such a thing, and see what a great difference there 
is between thee and Harold, when he gave him 
safe-conduct. And now it were meet thou shouldst 
lose, not only all thy goods, but thy life also; and 
though I will not slay thee this time, still thou 
shalt go away at once on the spot a beggar from 
my realm, and never come more unto my sight. 
But for thee, Icelander, as thou hast given me the 
whole of the beast, and that worth far more than 
the food which Auki sold, but which he ought to 
have given thee, I accept it, and ask thee to stay 
here with me.” 

Then Audun thanked the king for his words 
and invitation, and staid there a while; but Auki 
went away unhappy, and lost great goods, because 
he coveted that which did not belong to him. 

Andun had only been with King Sweyn a little 
while when he said he was eager to go away. The 
king-was rather slow in answering him. 

** What wilt thou do, then,” he asked, “if thou 
wilt not be with us?” 

**T will go south to Rome,” he says. 

Then the king said, 

“ Hadst thou not taken such good counsel, I 
had been very angry at thy eagerness to go away, 
but now thou shalt not be thwarted in the least.” 

So the king gave him much silver, and settled 
all about his journey, and put him in the way of 
going in company with other pilgrims, and bade 
him to come to see him when he came back. 

So Audun went south; but when he was coming 
back he took a great sickness, and lay long abed. 
All the money was spent which Sweyn had given 
him, and his companions went on and left him. 
At last he rose from his sickness, and was quite 
thin and weak, nor had he a penny to buy food. 
Then he took a beggar’s wandering, and went 
along begging his food, till he came back to Den- 
mark about Easter, to a town where King Sweyn 
happened to be. By this time Audun had his hair 
close cropped, and scarce a rag to his back, vile 
and poor in every way; and so he dared not show 
himself among the throng of men. He hung about 
the cloisters of the churck, and thought to choose 
his time to meet the king when he went to Nones; 
bat when he saw the king coming, and kis train so 
bravely dressed, he was ashamed to show himself 
before their eyes. But when the king had sat 
down to the board, Audun went and took his meat 
outside under the wall of the hall, as is pilgrims’ 
wont, so long as they have not thrown away staff 
and scrip. And now he made up his mind to 
throw himself in the king’s way as he went to 
even-song; but, so bold as this seemed to him 
earlier in the day, just half as bold again must he 
have been to let the king see him now that they 
had well drunk. So, when Audan saw them 
coming, he turned short off and ran away to hide 
himself. But the king thought he caught a 
glimpse of a man, and as he came out of church, 
and all his train had come inside their lodging, he 
turned round and went out again, and called out 
with a loud voice, as soon as he was out of doors, 

‘‘ If there be any man near here, as methinks 
there is, who wishes to see me, and has hardly 
heart to do so, let him come forward now and let 
himself be seen.” 

Then Audun came forward, and fell at the king's 
feet. The king knew him at once, and took him 
by the hand and bade him welcome. 

‘* And now,”’ he says, ‘‘ thou art greatly changed 
since we saw one another last, for I scarce knew 
thee !” 

So the king led him into the hall there and 
then; but all the king’s train laughed at Audun 
as soon as they saw him. But the king said, 

“Ye have no need to laugh at him, vile and 
mean though he seems to ye to look on; he hath 
looked better for his soul’s health than ye, and 
therefore to God's eye he will seem bright and 
fair.” 

Then the king made them get ready a bath, 
and waited on him with his own hands, and gave 
him afterward good clothes, and made much of 
him in every way. So Audun soon got back his 
strength and health, for he was young in years, 
and there he staid a while. He knew, too, how to 
behave himself among the crowd of men; he was 
an easy-tempered, word-weighing man, and not 
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| given to gossip. So all men liked him; and as for 
King Sweyn, he was most gracious to him. 

So it fell out one day, when spring-tide was 
drawing on, that they two were talking together ; 
and all at once the king said, 

“ Sooth to say, Audun, I have never yet repaid 
thee in a way thou wouldest like, by a gift in re- 
turn for the white bear. And now, if thou wilt, 
thou shalt be free to stay long here with me, and 
I will make thee my henchman; and, at the same 
time, treat thee honorably in all things.” 

Audun answers, ‘‘ God thank you, lord, for your 
generous offer, and for all the honor you show 
me ; but I have set my heart on sailing out to Ice- 
land.” 

“This seems to me a most wonderful choice,” 
said the king. 

Then Audun said, ‘‘I can’t bear to think that I 
am sitting here with you in great honor and hap- 
piness, while my mother tramps about on the beg- 
gar’s path out yonder in Iceland ; for now the time 
is up during which I gave her means to live, before 
I sailed away from home.” 

** Spoken like a good man and true,” 
the king; “‘ and no doubt thou wilt be a man of 
luck. ‘This was the only thing which would not 
have misliked me, if thou hadst asked leave to go 
away. But now stay here a while with me, till 
the ships are being got ready.” 

So Audun staid. But one day, when the spring 
was near at hand, King Sweyn went down from 
the town to the landing-place, and then they saw 
men busy fitting out their ships for various lands: 
East to Russia, or to Saxony, to Sweden, or to 
Norway. So Audun and the king came to a fair 
ship, and men were hard at work on her: she was 
a merchantman of fine size. 

Then the king said, “ What thinkest thou, Au- 
dun, of this ship ?” 

He said, ‘* She was fine enough.” 


answers 





“Now,” said the king, ‘I will repay thee for 
the bear, and give thee this ship with a full lading 
of all that I know is handiest in Iceland.” 

Audun thanked the king as well as he could, for 
this gift; but when time went on, and the ship 
was ready for sea, they two went down again to 
the strand—King Sweyn and Audun. Then the 
king spoke : 

‘* Since thou wilt go away from me, Icelander, 
nothing shall now be done to hinder thee; but I 
have heard tell that your land is ill off for havens, 
and that there are great shoals and risks for ships; 
and now, if things do not turn out well, it may be 
that thy ship goes to pieces, and thy lading will 
be lost; little then will be left to show that thou 
hast met King Sweyn, and given him a thing of 
great price.” 

As he said this the king put into his hand a big 
leathern bag full of silver, and said, “ Thou wilt 
not be now altogether penniless, though thy ship 
goes to pieces, if thou only holdest this.” 

‘* Maybe, too,” the king went on to say, “‘ that 
thou losest this money also, what good will it then 
have been to thee that thou gavest King Sweyn 
thy treasure ?” 

As he said this the king drew a ring of gold from 
his arm, and gave it to Audun; that was a thing 
of costly price, and the king went on: 

“Though things go so ill that thy ship goes to 
pieces, and all thy goods and money be lost, still 
thou wilt not be penniless, if thou comest to land 
with this ring, for it is often the wont of men to 
bear their gold about them when they are in risk 
of shipwreck, and so it will be seen that thou hast 
met King Sweyn Wolfson, if thou holdest fast the 
ring, though thou losest the rest of thy goods. And 
now I will give thee this bit of advice, never to 
part with this ring, for I wish thee to enjoy it to 
the uttermost, unless thou thinkest thyself bound 
to repay so much goodness to some great man as to 
deem it right that thou shouldst give him a great 
treasure. When thou findest such a one give him 
the ring, for it is worth a great man’s while to own 
it; and now farewell, and luck follow thy voyage.” 
That was what King Sweyn said. 

After that Audun put to sea, and ran into a 
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haven in Norway, and as soon as he heard where 
King Harold was he set out to find him, as he had 
given his word. So Audun came before King Har- 
old and greeted him, and the king took his greet- 
ing kindly. 

“ Sit here now and drink with us,” said the king. 

So Audun-sat and drank. Then King Harold 
asked, 

“Well, how did King Sweyn repay thee for the 
white bear?” 

“* In that wise, lord,” says Audun, “ that he took 
it when I gave it.” 

“In that wise I had repaid thee myself,” says 
the king. “What more did he give thee?” 

“‘ He gave me silver to go south.” 

The king answers, ‘King Sweyn has given 
many a man before now silver to go south, or to 
help his need, though he had not brought him 
things of price. What hast thou more to say?” 

‘*He asked me,” answers Audun, “to become 
his henchman, and to give me great honor if I 
staid with him.” 

“That was well spoken,” says the king; “ but 
he must have repaid thee with more still.” 

Audan said, “ He gave me a big merchantman, 
full laden with the best of freight.” 

‘**That was a noble gift,” says the king; “but 
I would have given thee as much ; or did he give 
thee any thing more ?” 

Audun answers, “ He gave me, besides, a leath- 
ern bag full of silver, and said I would not then be 
penniless if I held fast to it, though my ship went 
to pieces off Iceland.” 

‘“* That was nobly thought of,” answers the king, 
‘and that I would not have done. I should have 
thought myself free if I had given thee ship and 
lading. Gave he ought besides?” 

** Yes, lord, he did,” says Audun: “he gave me 
this ring which I have on my arm, and said it 
might so happen that I lost all my gvods and the 
ship too, and yet, he said, I should not be penniless 
if I still had the ring. He bade me also not to part 
with the ring unless I thought that I owed so much 
to some great man for his goodness that I ought to 
give it him; but now I have found that man, for 
it was in your choice, lord, to take my bear from 
me, and my life too, but you let me go in peace to 
Denmark when no ore else could get thither.” 

The king took the «ing blithely, and gave Audun 
good gifts in return before they parted. So Audun 
sailed to Iceland that very summer, and all thought 
him the luckiest of men. 


AN EVENING AT A MILAN CAFE. 


I Gor to Milan, through fat dark plains, starry 
with fire-flies, and through a night air hoarse with 
frogs. As the diligence swept into Milan through 
clouds of powdery white dust, I caught, on my way 
to the hotel, moonlight glimpses of the great white 
marble cathedral, with its pinnacles fine as so much 
goldsmith work, Stretching up toward heaven... . 

And now, from the dark hush of the outer square, 
with its sky full of all violet depths of dimness, 
and spangled thick as the imperial robe of Charle- 
magne with jewel stars, I turned into the Caffe 
(always double f in Italian) del Duomo, in the 
great square of the cathedral. The place was full 
of Austrian officers in their spotless white uniforms, 
faced and turned down with mazarine blue and 
cherry color, their heavy steel-sheathed cavalry 
swords, tasseled and knotted with white pipe- 
clayed leather, rested on chairs, hung near them 
on the wall beside their cocked-hats, or clashed as 
they moved insolently along the white-and-black 
tiled floor of the café. It was a wonderful change 
from the darkness and almost mournful hush of the 
outer square, roofed by the black blue sky, where 
the white marble Duomo showed only by ghastly 
glimmers through the darkness. 

I threw myself on a long settee that lined the 
wall, within convenient reach of the little immov- 
able round marble table on which some empty 
coffee-cups stood, and fell to study the Milanese. 
I soon forgot the outer darkness, where the great 
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its little clear-cut casket pinnacles, fine-leafed and 
sharp, unto the lingering stars, that seemed to 
burn like angels’ watch-fires on their highest crest- 
ing peaks, and plunged myself, with the relish and 
abandonment of a traveler courting forgetfulness 
and pleasure, in the maze of crystaled lights that 
the great mirrors on the walls echoed and repeated 
till they seemed to lengthen into avenues and cor- 
ridors of yellow lamps, repeating, too, the white 
uniforms, and the plumed hats, and the fair flaxen 
mustaches, and the swords and the mazarines and 
cherry colors, till the place i the banq 
hall of the whole white-coated Austrian army : the 

waiters who moved about among the crowd stand- 

ing for orderlies or aid-de-camps. Glimpses of side 

rooms showed groups of patient subalterns with 

small ground-plans of black-and-white dominoes 

before them, and each with his small redoubt of 

conquered pieces thrown up behind his line of bat- 

tle; and from other door-ways leading into inner 

rooms I heard the roll and clashing dry rattle the 

red and white balls on the green cloth, luminous 

in the orbing lamplight. 

It was some time before my pleased eye could 
take in the various elements of this animated 
scene; but, as my eye grew calmer, I found that 
the occupants of this café—like all the Milanese 
Cafés I had seen —could easily be divided into 
three sections: Austrian officers, Milanese citizens, 
and the landlord (the padrone) and his busy staff 
of waiters. 

There—at a sort of idealized bar built up with 
ice tins, massy coffee cups, trays for change, lem- 
onade bottles, little receptacles for the sugar, and 
silvery clear tumblers of water, which the Italians 
drink to correct the biliousness and heat of coffee—- 
sat the landlord, playing legerdemain tricks with 
silver coins, hauling in and dealing out copper 
change; and there were the waiters in perpetual 
ebb and flow, bringing in empty cups, or loading 
trays with smoking cupfuls for some expectant 
sour-faced Austrian captain. The padrone looked 
like a male Fortune, distributing gifts and favors, 
as he tore asunder rolls, or filled up small! decan- 
ters of clarety Chiavenna wine. The Milanese 
citizens there was no mistaking, with their gay, 
flippant, uneasy manner, and dark pale faces, ra- 
ther effeminate in character. Each had his little 
paper flag er newspaper fastened to a strop handle ; 
each his smoking fragrant coffee cup, tray of sugar, 
and tumbler of water. Some, on their marble cir- 
cles, were excavating the strawberry ice’s melting 
rose ; some discoursed with frivolous enthusiasm 
about the last song or the opera ; others, with bows 
of greeting or departing, courteously meant for the 
entire company, worked in and out the swinging 
door. 

But in all the Milanese I saw one predominant, 
irrestrainable feeling of alarm, distrust, and con- 
cealed hatred for their conquerors. They sat 
away from the officers; who eyed them with con- 
temptuous defiance, which, though only conveyed 
by the eyes, was as insolent as if a sword-hilt had 
been teuched, or a pistol cocked. Yes, here { was 
seeing the old story—the old quarrel from the old 
cause—the injured hating because they were in- 
jured, the injurer hating because he knew that he 
was hated. Here were the Saxon and Norman, 
the Russian and Circassian, the Tartar and the 
Chinaman, over again. Let a drunken man shout 
a word and death in a moment would be in our 
midst. There was not a gesture or motion of 
either the black-coated Milanese or the white-clad 
Austrians but was significant of hatred. If the 
glass door opened and an itinerant blind guitar- 
player came in, led by a ragged boy, and groped 
about each of the tables for alms—for “ qualche- 
cosa,” for “ the little money,” for ‘‘ the very small 
money for the love of Heaven,” the surly Austrians 
would go on in their knots of guard-room talk and 
pay no heed to the old man’s misery, unless some 
young curled darling of the Vienna drawing-rooms 
might pull down his great trailing flaxen mus- 
taches and throw a curse—a “ Potztausend” or 
“ Henker”—at the old gray head ; ora fat general, 
padded and stiff with pride and insolence, twist 
round his ponderous steel sword, so that it flapped 
against the beggar and warned him off; and as 
sure as this happened, when the old man, complet- 
ing his itinerary, reached the Milanese tables, he 
would be received with words of kindness and 
sympathy, and trays of change would be poured 
into his hat, with a kindly *‘God be with you!” 
If an Italian accidentally knocked a sugar-tray off 
his table, or clashed a spoon unseemingly loud, or 
kept a paper too long, there were instantly a dozen 
fierce Austrian eyes turned devouringly upon him ; 
not for long, for that would have implied interest, 
but with a hasty, insolent, martinet scornfulness 
that seemed to augur danger to the citizen whom 
insult or threat could goad into a duel or into some 
overt act of rebellion. 

Nor were the Italians one whit behind in de- 
monstrating their scorn and hatred for the Tedesci 
—the Goths. Ifa white-coat entered with a more 
than usual swagger, or with any tendency to vin- 
ous gayety, there was no defying laugh, or hiss, 
or circulating joke. Still the Italian heads would 
certainly bend closer together, and when the heads 

separated, there was a very malign and vexatious 
smile on the features of them all. If an Austrian 
dropped his hat, or swept off a glass with his 
heavy white gloves, out came the stinging smile 
again. (On neither side was there an absence of 
restraint, though the Austrians bore the surveil- 
lance detiantly, the Italians apprehensively. The 

landlord inclined to neither party ; but, perhaps, 
on the whole, he was a little too obsequious to that 
truculent, heavy-jawed Austrian general, alone at 
the table to the left, balancing his spoon on the 
edge of his thick white coffee-cup; from which a 
soft fragrant steam rose like the smoke from a gun 
around his close iron-gray hair, and lined and stub- 
born brow. 

My eyes had nearly worked through every cov- 
ert in the room, when I heard a stern cough—a 
severe, martinet’s cough—drowning for a moment 
the waiters’ high-pitched, mechanical, abbreviated 
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white shrine of marble, pale and wan, heaped up | 
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cries to the idealized bar of *‘ Una tazz’, col lat!" | 


‘Caffe nero, Numero Tre!” “Una tazz’!"—I 
found it proceeded from a cruel-looking, hard- 
featured Austrian general, sitting by himself as 
“Numero Due,” in a quiet corner lying at my 
back. It required no great discernment to see that 


* Some I fellow's death-warrant,” 
young officer near me, who, chalking the end of a 
cue, had just come in from the adjacent billiard- 
room to exchange a joke and chat with a friend of 
another t who was laughing, with two or 
three more flaxen-haired Austrians, over the Scala 
play-bill. 

“ Look how he signs the beast's dismissal to hea- 
ven,” said the theatre-goer, turning round toward 
the general. 

The general, who had called for pen and ink, 
was signing his name slowly, a letter at a time, 
with sips of his coffee and a petit doigt of cognac 
between each stroke. The fact was, this thick- 
headed tyrant of the messroom, who was now with 
such nonchalance siguing the death-warrant of a 
poer Italian, had been promoted ‘from the ranks 
for his severities in Hungary, and could not write 
with any very great facility. The Italians scow]l- 
ed when they saw him write, for the rumor had 
gone round the café that poor Luigi was to be shot 
to-morrow at ten o'clock in the Piazza della Fon- 
tana. The general, who did not do things without 
a reason, had probably some motive, known only 
to his own dark, stern mind, in thus insultingly 
and openly signing this death-warrant of a brave 
man. The neatly-dressed citizens in black, with 
their varnished boots, spotless gloves, twirling 
canes, and paper flags, grew more silent than ever, 
and talked in even a lower whisper. 

Yet, now then, a tongue more daring than 
the rest wou! t out as if merely at some wait- 
er’s carelessness; or one, biting his red lip white, 
would call angrily to the waiter for some chocolate, 
with a voice that seemed to want the accompani- 
ment of a blow to give it fall effect. I knew well 
all these symptoms of suppressed rage, being of a 
smouldering nature myself. 

Besides, did I not know that in this very city, 
not more than a year or two before, the streets, the 
wide squares—such free breathing-places for bloody 
whirlwinds of grape-shot—the shady, narrow de- 
tiles of streets—such snug passes for barricades of 
riflemen—had been swilled with Austrian and I tal- 
ian blood, meeting and uniting after death? Had I 
not been shown the quiet little street with the grated 
windows, looking so peaceful and calm in half sun- 
shine half shadow, where, but a few short months 
before, there had been a belching volcano of fire, 
the delicate, tender women throwing their children 
out of their arms to drag out their very pianos and 
harps on the heads of the cruel Austrian soldiers ? 
Had not these white-coats fired at the crowds in 
churches, chopped down inoffensive children, bay- 
oneted old men, murdered women with lacerating 
whips: in a word, committed all the cruelties of the 
old Croat and the modern Cossack? Had not the 
very streets outside echoed with their bullying 
cannon, and the insolent trample of the horses of 
their hussars? Had not these quiet, subtly-feel- 
ing Italians—so passienate in love and hate, so re- 
tentive of kindness, of injury, with such a great 
past behind them to rouse their rage, and such a 
great possible future before them to excite their 
hope—had they not had fathers shot, and mothers 
cleft down, and children piked, and brothers trod- 
den to bloody mud, by the very men in white who 
sat yonder with all the defying pride of conquer- 
ors, sipping their coffee and burning away their 
reed cigars with all the idle luxury of soldiers rest- 
ing from their toil ef blood? Why, | could sce 
now in every face a smile of pleasure at the vexa- 
tion the coming fate of the Milan patriot Luigi 
seemed to give the loungers in the café of the Ca- 
thedral Square. Every now and then the con- 
straint of silence, so deep that you might almost 
hear the gray ash of the cigar fall, and that the 
spirt of a match sounded in it like the click of a 
rifle, was broken by some handsome young Aus- 
trian hussar sweeping his fingers through the great 
curving flaxen mustache, which, soft and golden, 
swept up nearly to his cheek-bone, and hoarsely 
whispering, with a husky laugh, something about 
the “ verdammter spitzbube,” by which I knew he 
meant Luigi, even if he had not, as he spoke, given 
a sneering and sweeping look down the opposite 
row of sullen Italian faces, across whose brows you 
could see the glance passing, as if it was a sabre- 
slash and had left a wound. 

I was thinking of leaving Milan, being off to 
Verona on the morrow to meet the celebrated Two 
Gentlemen; I was, on my way, to call upon Shy- 
lock in Venice, and Petruchio in learned Padua, 
hoping to get round by Milton's Vallombrosa, and 
not to leave Italy without — poor Keats's 
grave, out by the walls near the Appian Way 
at Rome. I had stared till my eyes were tired, 
the café was getting blue and vapory with smoke, 
and I felt so anti-Austrian that I longed to get to 
my quiet hotel bedroom, and there spout Smollett's 
fine Ode to Liberty, and rail at the Austrians at 
my ease, when, glancing into an angle of the room 
to the left of the general, in the nook formed by 
the entrance to the billiard-room, perhaps the qui- 
etest and least obtrusive spot in the whole café, 

“T saw a face—" 
Such aface! Good God! what a living open-air 
Hell Earth must be to some men!—to men who 
walk with graves gaping round them, to whom 
every wall is a mosaic of tombstones, to whom the 
sun seems black, and flowers and blue sky are 
hateful, and loving women and tender angel chil- 
dren are things to shake the fist at, in the hopeless- 
ness and bitterness of unchanging misery and de- 
spair! This was the face of such a purgatorial 
man—a living heart damb: his eyes were rayless ; 
his pale, bloodless lips were clenched together im- 
movably, like those of a strong, stoical man under 
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the surgeon's knife; no part of his waxen face 
moved but his eyes—his eyes! shall J ever forget 
them? Tis restless, bioodshot eyes, that swept 
over the room and prowled about suspiciously 
round every head: angrily on this one, indifferent- 
ly on the other: but at last ever coming and fo- 
cussing down with basilisk, burning-glass pow- 
er, on the same spot, the spot where the Aus- 
trldn. general sat writing, by the second lamp to 
the left, where a waiter, new to the place, with 
frightened hurry, was watching, as he pretended 
te hover round the next unoccupied table, wiping 
away a recent coffee-stain and some gray cigar- 
ash, and bowing to the ground as he chanced to 
tread on the general's sweeping white cloak lined 
with red—a condescension for which the satrap re- 
paid him with a stabbing look which contained the 
venom and cruelty of ten courts-martial. 

The general had finished his dispatch to Vienna, 
probably describing with cold official exultation 
the successful arrest of the ringleaders of the thir- 
ty-fourth conspiracy in Milan that year; he had 
with a flare and meding-blot duly sealed the im- 
posing document with a heavy, black, sepulchral 
seal, when an officer, stepping with a bow from 
the next table, advanced and took the dispatch, 
and as he took it, turned to the corner where the 
mysterious man | have mentioned sat, and point- 
ed him out with his white glove to his commanding 
officer. I was so near that I could hear what he 
said: 

“General Hassenpflug, that miserable dog you 
see there in the corner is the brother of the rogue 
we shoot to-morrow." 

* Indeed,” said the general, smiling condescend- 
ingly, and twirling the glove he had not yet put on 
by one finger. . He then tapped his shelving gray 
brow, bit his glove,gand whispered to the orderly, 
who, taking off his shako, passed round the tables, 
and, with a whisper, banded it, as if for some char- 
itable collection, to the various groups of officers. 
Some laughed, and threw in a cigar or a libretto- 
book ; others tossed in half a dozen lire; one gave 
two gold pieces; others three or four silver crowns. 
The orderly bowed as each put in his contribution, 
and brought the jingling hatful back to the gener- 
al, who, humming ** Buona Sera,” the good-night 
song from the Barber of Seville, waited, beating 
time with his foot impatiently. I could see that 
he detected the character of every contributor by 
the alms, and by the manner in which it was giv- 
en; I could see the sneer and smile alternating 
light and shadow in his face. He did not change 
a muscle as the orderly brought him the hat, but 
he quietly lighted a cigar with a match that shed 
an orange glow on his fingers, and then, turning 
to the orderly, ran his hand through the money 
contemptuously, dropping the handful he raised 
back into the hat. His face seemed to say, “ This 
is, perhaps, a foolish Lit of charity of mine, and is 
rather hard on the young subs, who have given a 
quarter's pay to win my good-will; but perhaps it 
is well saved from billiards, vingt-et-un, taverns, 
and Joreties.” He beckoned the orderly with his 
finger. 

The orderly came, he whispered in his ear. The 
orderly instantly stepped forward in a dignified 
way, to show that he was not accustomed to run 
errands, and asking the waiter for a handkerchief, 
poured the coins into it, then, without knotting the 
ends, simply griped them together; and now with 
every eye in the room, including the imperturba- 
ble general's, on him, he advanced to the poor 
Italian in the corner, who lay beedless of every 
thing, with his head on the table hid in his cloaked 
hands, and with a few curt military words that did 
not reach my ear, flung down the money before him 
on the table. He could not have said with clearer 
contempt, “‘ This is an alms,” if he had struck the 
man as he gave it. 

In the hash that followed this unusual act of 
generosity in the general (the general, by-the-by, 
gave nothing), I could hear the landlord say to 
his head-waiter : 

“Poor Giacomo, this Austrian money will be 
useful to him; for all the family farm was confis- 
cated when Luigi was found guilty.” 

The man did not lift up his head. 
asleep. 

**Wake him!” said the general, gruffly, as if he 
was giving orders to fire a battery. 

The orderly shook him. That moment, sudden 
as a fire, the man leaped up, and with demoniac 
rage, flung the money on the floor, How he 
stamped on it, spitting as he stamped! Then 
kicking, so that the money flew in a running and 
rolling mass about the room, elicking against 
sword-sheaths, or jarring against iron-legged ta- 
bles, he sat down as before, gazing vacanily at 
the opposite wall. There was a buzz of angry 
voices, and one or two swords were half drawn; 
but the colonel, waving them back, advanced 
alone toward him. There was a dangerous revul- 
sion from vacancy to a deadly serpentine intelli- 
gence in the eyes of the Italian as he advanced. 
lt seemed to me that he could with difficulty re- 
strain himself from rushing forward and stabbing 
the Austrian; but he only bit his lip harder than 
ever, and waited for his arrival, rolling himself up 
in his cloak. 

* Gentlemen, silence,” cried the colonel; “‘ this 
is a case for the hospital, net for the guard-room.” 
Then (advancing and laying his glove on the shoul- 
der of Luigi’s brother) he added, in a rough whis- 
per, that passed through the whole room, “ We 
have our eyes upon you. Take care!” 

The man spurned his shoulder from him. The 
colonel merely smiled cruelly, paid his reckoning, 
and strode tothe door. ‘* These,” thought I, ‘are 
the fruits of oppression. These are the crimson 
blossoms of one bad man’s ambition.” At that 
moment, as the colonel's thick-gloved hand touched 
the brass knob of the door, a distant but swift 
growing crescendo of military music made us all 
forget the sullen Italian, and drew our attention 

to the Cathedral square. 

Every night those hated white coats defiled 
through the conquered city of the Viscontis and 
of Leonardo da Vinci, with drums and music, and 
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great gilded lanterns born 


on pol A, and half a 
mile of glittering, slanting 


g bavonets—b 
of bronzed, defying faces, know 
scowled at and 


Ma mile 
img they were 

‘ half a mile of drilled Aus. 
trians, with flaxen mustuches and white coats 

First down tho side street by the cathedral a spot 
of white and yellow—then dashes of red feathers 
or flowing flags lighted ty swinging lights—then 
a racing mob, widening, widening te broad lines 
of stern white men, with a bristling roof of bay- 
onets, marching defiantly, with that peculiar rig d- 
ity and stern forward leok that is so insulting and 
so self-conscious, 

I went home as the colonel took horse et the 
door for his suburban barracks, and, just as the 
procession faded away down a side street, playing 
a beautiful fairy waltz by Strauss, I got my key 
from the porter, undressed quickly, said a short 
prayer for England, and threw myself under my 
gauzy counterpane, | fell down into a dream as 
into a well. I fancied myself in a cathedral, 
strewn with kneeling Italians, bowed before the 
cross under the colored shade of those giant win- 
dows of the Duomo, Suddenly the priests threw 
off their cloth-of-gold robes and appeared as Aus- 
trian generals, the chorister boys with the censers 
were as quickly transformed to drummers, mus- 
kets were handed over from behind the great sil- 
ver cross and jeweled altar, and the slaughter be- 
gan. The people rushed to the doors; the bullets 
plowed through them; then a darkness rose, and 
a chilling, stifiing dread mingled with my dreams 
—a sense of rage, and yet more of fear, of strug- 
gle, of dread and apprehension. My heart beats 
so loud I can hear nothing else—beat—beat—it 
pulses like a parchment drum. It comes upon me 
—there are drums somewhere below. The win- 
dows are open—it is an early review. 1 look at 
my watch on the table—just six, I riee—drums 
nearer. I throw back the green Venetian blinds 
—the sun pours in as I look out over the balcony. 
Austrian drums !—here they come! A great shin- 
ing slant of glistening bayonets and white coats 
detile past. 

I ring the bell; I hear my boots clumped dow: 
outside, and call the waiter, 

* What are these drums?” 

‘Austrian demonstration,” he “ signor 
mio. Terrible news. General Hassenpflug was 
found last night, at about eleven and a half. just 
outside the Porta Vercellina, on the road to his 
Vercelli villa, stark dead, shot through the heart, 
and on the white vineyard wall, over his battered 
head, was written by a bloody finger, Viva 
L'Iratta !’” — Immediately I thought of those 
watchful eyes. I dressed, and thought 

When I came down stairs into the coffee-room, 
I asked the waiter, who was tripping about adjust- 
ing the breakfast-tables, if there were any sus- 
picion of the murderer, and if he knew at what 
hour the murder was committed. 

“They say, signor mio, that the murderer ic 
the brother of Luigi who was shot this morning 
at six; I believe the body was found at a quarter 
past eleven.’ 

1 had left the café at ten, 


hated 


says, 


It was last December, about Christmas-time. 
I had plunged again into the vortex of City busi- 
ness, and had almost forgotten Milan. One night, 
when I returned to my country bouse near Lon- 
don, a policeman came to tell me that a poor Ital- 
ian musician had just been found frozen to death 
in one of my field sheds 

I went with the policeman till we reached the 
shed. He led me in, and, holding his bull’seye 
to the head of the dead man, showed me a shrunk, 
worn face, that I recognized as Giacomo’s — the 
face I never could forget. 

* And the curious thing which is, Sir," said the 
policeman, lighting me out again to the back of 
the shed, “that we found him, as if asleep, out- 
side in the snow, just where I stand. He had 
written some foreign words on the snow, that you 
still may be able to read, if you know foreign lan- 
guages, for I took care not to draw the corpse over 
them. Here, where my light is, Sir.” 

I looked down and read— 

“Veva w'iransa!" 

It was of course a mere coincidence the poor 
man coming to my field to die, but still it was 
strange—coincidences are strange. Viea I'/tala/ 
Poor fellow ! 


A MONSTER GRIEF. 

“ The Court will go into mourning for the late King 
of Naples for ten days, commencing on Thursday next, 
the 9th instant,"—London Court Cireular. 

** Fonerar baked meats” on Windsor tables! 

—Secret feasts in Naples’ alleys— 

Britain's Court is clad in sables 
And hangings sombre 
For monster ‘* Bomba!" 
—Clothed in joy are Naples’ valleys. 


’ 


Entombing the great Humboldt 
Did hatchments rise on palaces ? 
Oh no! they are kept for some dolt 
Or monster like Bomba! 
Then the Thames and Humber 
Are shamed by tears in royal chalices! 


Domitians, Caligulas, Neros 
May refuge seek in old fables : 
Honorable were they, and heroes 
Beside this Bomba, 
Who, dead, would cumber 
Such ground as supports Windsor gables! 


Speak: blushing Muse of History 
Say: when shall courtly etiquette 
And diplomatic mystery 
Distinguish from human ijumber 
Like this leprous monster Bomba, 
The Great-Good who pay nature's debt? 


New Yor«x Crtr, June, 1800 
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A ZOUAVE CHARGE AT SOLFPR. 
RINO. 

THE accompanying engraving, which represents 
a charge of Zouaves upon the flank of an Austrian 
column, will enable our readers to realize the ter. 
rible scenes which are of daily occurrence durin, 
the present war in Italy. 

It may not be inappropriate to give in this plac 
the following extract from a letter of the Hon. H 
J. Raymond, of this city, who was, by good for- 
tune, an eye-witness of the great battle of Solferin 
Mr. Raymond says: 

“From about seven o'clock until after nightfall 
incessant and most terrible combat was here kept 
The batteries of the two armies were apparently al 
half a mile apart—and at the outset they were | 
served with nearly equal and effective vigor But 
Austrians gradually slackened their fire and several t 
took up new positions, while the Sardinians pour 
rapid and uninterrupted shower of balls upon them 
pending only for a few minutes at a time, and ther 
newing it again with redoubled fury. The wind had : 
gone down, the air was still, and the sound of musket 
aswell as of the cannon, was distinctly heard. rhe 
former was continuous, sharp, and incessant, soundi 
like the constant and irregular pattering of hail upon a 
roof, while the latter was occasionally suspended, but 
while it lasted was overwhelmingly grand and terri! 
Over the Sardinian park rose a dense white cloud of 
smoke, directly upward, its sides perfectly upright and 
well defined, and spreading outward both ways at the to; 
like an enormous sheaf of wheat. The sun was makine 
a glorious setting in the west, and as his light rradu 
departed, the vivid flashes at each discharge of the 
non gleamed through the smokes iike sharp ligh s 
through the breast of an enormous cloud. Sometimes 
only a single flash, would be seen, then two or three at 
once, and sometimes half a dozen would break forth in 
instant succession. It was beginning to be dark when I 
turned to decend the hill, and all the way down I still 
heard the roar of the cannon. 
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**I am afraid to venture upon any conjecture as t 
number of killed and wounded in this battle: but f 
the nature of the case it must be enormous. I am confi 
dent that not less than ten thousand wounded have been 
brought into this village alone during the day, to say 
nothing of those that were left on the field or taken to 
other places. The first intimation we received of an en 
gagement having taken place, was from meeting three or 
four carts, drawn by oxen, and filled with wounded, be 
fore we reached Montechiaro on the road from Bres« 
As we had heard of no battle, we naturally supposed that 
these wounds had been received in some skirmish. &« 
after we met a one-horse carriage 


m 


yon 
, in which was laid at 
full length an officer of rank, whose face wore so ghastly 
a look as to make it evident he was dying. On reaching 
Montechiaro, and stopping for a moment to rest our 
horses, we were told that a great battle was then going 
on in the plain before Castiglione. The 





main street 
was densely crowded with carts, carriages, horses, donk- 
eys, oxen, soldiers, suttlers, and persons, and animals 
of every description. We pushed our way, without hin- 
derance, directly past the house marked as the Quartier 
Générale, or head-quarters of the Emperor, and were 
thus within the camp. We had gone but a short dis 

tance when we came to where the great procession of the 
wounded was turning down a cross street to a church 
which had been taken for a hospital. It was certainly 
the most dreadful sight I ever saw. Every conceivabk 
kind of wound which can be inflicted upon men was here 
exhibited. All who were able to do so, were obliged to 
walk—the wagons and animals at command being al! 
required for those who could not otherwise be moved 
Some walked along, their faces completely covered wit! 

bieod from sabre cuts upon their heads. Many had thei: 
arms shattered—hundreds had their hands tied up, and 
some carried most ghastly wounds upon their faces 
Some had tied up their wounds, and others had stripped 
away the clothing which chafed and made them worse 

I saw one man walking along with a firm step and a r¢ 

solute air, naked to his waist, and having a bullet wound 
upon his side, an ugly gash along his cheek, and a deep 


bayonet-thrust, received from behind, in his shoulder 


THE NEW AUSTRIAN COMMAND- 
ER, MARSHAL SCHLICK. 


We present herewith a portrait of the new com- 
mander of the first and second Austrian armies in 
Italy, Marshal Count Schlick. 

A Bohemian by birth, Marshal Schlick comes of 
a family distinguished both by rank and by wealth 
Several generations since, the house of Schlick was 
enriched by the discovery of gold mines on their 
estates in Bohemia; the riches thus acquired, add- 
ed to their high rank, enabled them to wield great 
political influence. For several generations the 
heads of the house have been soldiers. Marshal 
Schlick's father and grandfather were both field- 
marshals. 

The present Count was born in 1789 at Prague, 
and is, consequently, in his seventieth year. He 
joined the army in 1808, and served in all the Aus 
trian wars against the French, until the battle of 
Waihan, at which he was wounded in the bead 
The wound cost him one of his eyes, and for the 
time obliged him to withdraw from the army. Hi: 
still hides the scar with a black silk handkerchief 
as shown in our portrait. 

During the long peace which succeeded, Count 
Schlick served as colonel of hussars, until, on re- 
ceiving the title of field-marshal lieutenant, he was 
allowed to retire from the army. He then began 
to figure as a politician, and occupied a conspic 
ous place among the liberals who were opposed to 
the régime of Metternich and the Archduchess 
Sophia. This won him no little disfavor at Court 

His military fame stood so high, however, that 
when, in 1848, the Austrian empire appeared to |x 
breaking to pieces, he was solicited to take the 
command of an army against Hungary. He 
obeyed, and in the battles of Torro, Kasthau, and 
Szouto, defeated the insurgents with great slaugh- 
ter. Hesubsequently, by a very brilliant maneu- 
vre, extricated himself from a trap which had been 
laid for him by Gorgey and Klapka, and succe¢ ded 
in rejoining the main army of Austria. 

This was in 1849. Ever since then Schlick bas 
ceased to figure in Austrian history. It is said 
that his liberal sentiments were so offensive to the 
Court that care was taken to place him where he 
could dono mischief and win noglory. When the 
present war broke out, he was assigned to the army 
of Galicia, and, notwithstanding the loudly ex- 
pressed desire of the army in his favor, the chief 
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MARSHAL SCHLICK, COMMANDING Ist AND 2p AUSTRIAN ARMIES IN ITALY. 


command in Italy was given to the Hungarian 
General Gyulai. 

It was not till after the disastrous defeat at Ma- 
genta that the Emperor of Austria recognized his 
error, and relieved Gyulai of hiscommand, Then, 
but not till then, was Schlick sent for. A tele- 
graphic message summoned him to the post va- 
cated by Gyulai. It would appear, however, that 
he is still not invested with supreme command, 
At the battle of Solferino, the Emperor Francis- 
Joseph commanded in person; and now that we 
hear of the Emperor returning to Vienna, old 
Marshal Hess seems to possess some sort of general 
control. The Austrians, it seems, have not yet 
learned the evils of a divided command. 

In person, General Schlick will compare favor- 
ably with his predecessor. His figure is tall and 
imposing ; his face is said to be very handsome, | 
notwithstanding the scar and the black silk band- 
age. Asa soldier, the Austrians say that he is the 
only man they have who is fit to wear the mantle 
of Radetsky. 
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BOOK Il. 
THE GOLDEN THREAD. 
CHAPTER XII. 


THE FELLOW OF DELICACY. 






Rk. STRYVER 
having made up 
his mind to that mag- 
nanimous bestowal of 
- good fortune on the 
Doctor’s daughter, re- 
= solved to make her hap- 
piness known to her be- 
fore he left town for the 





- Long Vacation. After | 


some mental debating of the point, he came to 
the conclusion that it would be as well to get 
all the preliminaries done with, and they could 
then arrange at their leisure whether he should 
give her his hand a week or two before Mich- 
aelmas Term, or in the little Christmas vaca- 
tion between it and Hilary. 

As to the strength of his case he had not a 
doubt about it, but clearly saw his way to the 
verdict. Argued with the jury on substantial 
worldly grounds—the only grounds ever worth 
taking into account—it was a plain case, and 
had not a weak spot in it. He called himself 
for the plaintiff, there was no getting over his 
evidence, the counsel for the defendant threw 
up his bricf, and the jury did not even turn to 
consider. After trying it, Stryver C. J. was sat- 
isfied that no plainer case could be. 

Accordingly, Mr. Stryver inaugurated the 
Long Vacation with a formal proposal to take 
Miss Manette to Vauxhall Gardens; that fail- 
ing, to Ranelagh; that unaccountably failing 
too, it behooved him to present himself in Soho, 
and there declare his noble mind. 

Toward Soho, therefore, Mr. Stryver shoul- 
dered his way from the Temple, while the bloom 
of the Long Vacation’s infancy was still upon it. 
Any body who had seen him projecting himself 
into Soho while he was yet on Saint Dunstan's 
side of Temple Bar, bursting in his full-blown 
way along the pavement, to the jostlement of all 
weaker people, might have seen how safe and 
strong he was. 

His way taking him past Tellson’s, and he 
both banking at Tellson’s and knowing Mr. 
Lorry as the intimate friend of the Manettes, it 
entered Mr. Stryver’s mind to enter the bank, 
and reveal to Mr. Lorry the brightness of the 
Soho horizon. So he pushed open the door 
with the weak rattle in its throat, stumbled 
down the two steps, got past the two ancient 
cashiers, and shouldered himself into the musty 
back closet where Mr. Lorry sat at great books 
ruled for figures, with perpendicular iron bars 
to his window as if that were ruled for figures 
too, and every thing under the clouds were a 
sun. 

* Halloa!” said Mr. Stryver. 
do? I hope you are well!” 

It was Stryver’s grand peculiarity that he al 
ways seemed too big for any place or space 
He was so much too big for Tellson’s that old 
clerks in distant corners looked up with looks 
of remonstrance, as though he squeezed them 
against the wall. The House itself, magnifi 
cently reading the paper quite in the far-off per 
spective, lowered displeased, as if the Stryver 
head had been butted into its responsible waist 
coat. 

The discreet Mr. Lorry said, in asample tone 
of the voice he would recommend under the cir- 
cumstances, “How do you do, Mr. Strvyver? 
How do you do, Sir?” and shook hands. There 
was a peculiarity in his manner of shaking 
hands, always to be seen in any clerk at Tell 
son’s who shook hands with a customer when 
the House pervaded the air. He shook in a 
self-abnegating way, as one who shook for Tell 
80T. & Co. 

“Can I do any thing for you, Mr. Stryver?” 
asked Mr. Lorry, in his business character. 

“Why, no thank you; this is a private visit 
to yourself, Mr. Lorry; I have come for a pri- 
vate word.” 

“Oh indeed !” said Mr. Lorry, bending down 
his ear, while his eye strayed to the House afar 
off 

“Iam going,” said Mr. Stryver, leaniag his 


“ How do you 
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arms confidentially on the desk; whereupon, 
although it was a large double one, there ap- 
peared to be not half desk enough for him: “I 
am going to make an offer of myself in marriage 
to your agreeable little friend Miss Manette, 
Mr. Lorry 

“Oh dear me!” cried Mr. Lorry, rubbing his 
chin, and looking at his visitor dubiously. 

“Oh dear me, Sir?” repeated Stryver, draw- 
ing back. “Oh dear you, Sir? What may your 
meaning be, Mr. Lorry?” 

‘My meaning,” answered the man of busi- 
ness, “is, of course, friendly and appreciative, 
and that it does you the greafest credit, and— 
in short, my meaning is every thing you could 
desire. But—really, you know, Mr. Stryver—” 
Mr. Lorry paused, and shook his head at him in 
the oddest manner, as if he were compelled 
against his will to add, internally, “you know 
there really is so much, too much of you!’ 

“Well!” said Stryver, slapping the desk with 
his contentions hand, opening his eyes wider, 
and taking a long breath, ‘‘ if I understand you, 
Mr. Lorry, I'll be hanged!’ 

Mr. L rry a liusted his little wig at both cars 
as & means toward that end, and bit the feathe: 


’ 


of a pen. 


**D—n it all, Sir!” said Stryver, staring at 
him, *‘ am I not eligible?” . 

* Oh dear ves! Yes. Oh ves, you're ¢ 
ble!” said Mr. Lorry. “If you say eligib 


| you are eligible.” 


| 





“ Am I not prosperous?” asked Stryver 

“Oh! if you come to prosperous, you are 
prosperous,” said Mr. Le rTy. 

** And advancing ?” 

“If you come to advancing, you know,” said 
Mr. Lorry, delighted to be able to make anoth- 
er admission, ** nolx ly can doubt that,” 

“Then what on earth is your meaning, Mr. 
Lorry?” demanded Stryver, perceptibly crest- 
fallen. 

“Well! I— 
asked Mr. Lorry. 

“ Straight!” said Stryver, with a pl 
fist on the desk. 

“Then I think I wouldn't, if I was ou.” 

‘* Why?” said Stryver = w, I t you 
in a corner,” forensic v shal ' nger 


Were you going there now?” 
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D—N IT ALL, SIR! 


athim. ‘“ You are a man of business and bound 
to have a reason. State your reason. Why 
wouldn't you go?” 

“ Because,’ said Mr. Lorry, “I wouldn't go 
on such an object without having some cause to 
believe that I should succeed.” 

‘‘D—n me!” cried Stryver, “but this beats 
every thing!” 


Mr. Lorry glanced at the distant House, and 
glanced at the angry Stryver. 

‘* Here’s a man of business—a man of years 
—a man of experience—in a Bank,” said Stry- 
ver; “and having summed up three leading 


reasons for complete success, he says there’s no 
reason at all! Says it with hishead on!” Mr. 
Stryver remarked upon the peculiarity as if it 
would have been infinitely less remarkable if he 
had said it with his head off. 

“When I speak of success, I speak of success 
with the young lady ; and when I speak of 
causes and reasons to make success probable, I 
speak of causes and reasons that will tell as such 
with the young lad; Phe young lady, my good 
Sir,” said Mr. Lorry, mildly tapping the Stry 
ver arm, ‘“‘the young lady. The young lady 
goes before all.” 

‘Then you mean to tell me, Mr. Lorry,” said 
Stryver, squaring his elbows, “that it is your 
deliberate opinion that the young lady at pres- 
ent in question is a mincing Fool ?” 

“Not exactly so. I mean to tell you, Mr. 
Stryver,” said Mr. Lorry, reddening, “ that I 
will hear no disrespectful word of that young 
lady from any lips; aad that 1 I lmew any man 
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passage through, that fo stand up against it 
bowing behind the tvo counters, required the 
utmost remaining strength of the two ancient 
clerks. ‘Those venerable and feeble persons 
were always seen by the public in the act of 
bowing, and were popularly believed, when they 
had bowed a customer out, still to keep on bow- 
ing in the empty office until they bowed anoth- 
er customer in. 

The barrister was keen enough to divine that 
e banker would not have gone so far in his 
expression of opinion en any less solid ground 
than certainty. Unprepared as he was 
for the large pill he had to swallow, he got it 
down. “And now,” said Mr. Stryver, shaking 
his forensic forefinger at the Temple in gener- 
al, when it was down, ‘‘ my way out of this is, 
to put you all in the wreng.” 

It was a bit of th t of an Old Bailey tac- 
tician, in which he found great relief. ‘‘ You 
shall not put me in the wrong, young lady,” said 
Mr. Stryver; “ I'll do that for you.” 
rdingly, when Mr. Lorry called that 
e as ten o'clock, Mr. Stryver, among 
y of books and papers littered out for 

» seereed to have nothing less on his 
; subject of the morning. He 
ven showed surprise when he saw Mr. Lorry, 
and was altogether in an absent and preoccupied 


moral 
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said that good-natured emissary, 
full half-hour of bootless attempts to 


round to the 








for the sickliest, and of youth for the oldest, Syd- 
ney’s feet still trod those Stones. From being 
irresolute and purposeless, his feet became ani- 
mated by an intention ; and in the working out 


| of that intention they took him to the Doctor's 


door. 

He was shown up stairs, and found Lucie 
at her work, alone. She had never been quite 
at her ease with him, and received him with 
some little embarrassment as he seated himself 
near her table. But looking up at his face in 
the interchange of the first few commonplaces, 
she observed a change in it. 

“] fear you are not well, Mr. Carton!” 

“No. Bat the life I lead, Miss Manette, is 
not conducive to health. What is to be expect- 
ed of, or by, such profligates ?” 

“Is it not—forgive me; I have begun the ques- 
tion on my lips—a pity to live no better life ?” 

“God knows it is a shame!” 

“Then why not change it?” 

Looking gently at him again, she was sur- 
prised and saddened to see that there were tears 
in his eyes. There were tears in his voice too, 
as he answered: 

“Tt is too late for that. I shail never be 
better than I am. I shall sink lower and be 
worse. 

He leaned an elbow on her table, and cov- 


| ered his eyes with his hand. The table trem- 


im jnestion, “I have been 
t ~ 
To Soho?” repeated Mr. Stryver, coldly. 
Oh. to be sure! What am I thinking of!” 
And I have no ] bt,” said Mr. Lorry, 
‘+that I was right in the.conversation we had. 
My opinion is confirmed, and I reiterate my 
‘] assure you,” returned Mr. Stryver, in the 
friendliest way, “that I am sorry for it on your 
account, and sorry f t on the poor father’s 
account. I know this must always be a sore | 
subject with the family; let us say no more 
about it.” 
“IT don't understand you,” said Mr. Lorry. 
‘I dare say not,” rejoined Stryver, nodding 
his head in a smoothing and final way; “no 
matter, no matter 
‘But it does matter,” Mr. Lorry urged. 
** No it doesn’t; I assure you it doesn’t. Hav- 
g supposed that there was sense where there 


in 

is no sense, and a laudable ambition where there 
is not a laudable ambition, 1 am well out of my 
mistake, and no harm is done. Young women 
have committed similar follies often before, and 
h in poverty and obscurity 
In an unselfish aspect, I am sor- 
y that the thing has dropped, because it would 
i od thing for others in a worldly 
int of view; in a selfish aspect, Iam glad that 


ve repented them 


often before. 


save been a gE 
he thing has dropped, because it would have 
een a bad thing for me in a worldly point of 

—it is hardly necessary to say I could have 
ned nothing by it. There is no harm at all 
. Ihave not proposed to the young lady, 
, between ourselves, I am by no means cer- 
tain, on reflection, that | ever should have com- 
mitted myself to that extent. Mr. Lorry, you 
can not control the mincing vanities and giddi- 
nesses of empty-headed girls; you must not ex- 
pect to do it, or you will always be disappoint- 
ed. Now, pray say no more about it. I tell 
you I regret it on account of others, but I am 
satisfied on my own account. And I am really 
very much obliged to you for allowing me to 
sound you, and for giving me your advice; you 
know the young lady better than I do; you were 
right, it never would have done.” 

Mr. Lorry was so taken aback that he looked 
quite stupidly at Mr. Xtryver shouldering him 
toward the door, with an appearance of shower- 
ing generosity, forbearance, and good-will on 
his erring head. “ Make the best of it, my deas 
Sir," said Stryver ; “ say no more about it; thank 
you again for allowing me to sound you; good- 
night!” 


Mr. Lorry was out in the night before he 
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knew where he was, Mr. Stryver was lying 
back on his sofa, winking at his ceiling. 
— _ 
CHAPTER XIIL. 
THE FELLOW OF NO DELICACY. 
Ir Sydney Carton ever shone any where he 


certainly never shone in the house of Doctor 
Manette. He had been there often, during a 
whole year, and had always been the same 
moody aud morose lounger there. When he 
eared to talk he talked well; but the cloud of 


caring for nothing, which overshadowed him 
with such a fatal darkness, was very rarely 
pierced by the light within him. 


And yet he did care something for the streets 
that environed that house, and for the senseless 
that made their pavements. Many a 
night he vaguely and unhappily wandered there, 
when wine had brought no transitory gladness 
to him; many a dreary daybreak revealed his 
solitary figure lingering there, and still linger- 
ing there when the 
brought into strong relief, removed beauties of 
architecture in of churches and lofty 
buildings, as perhaps the quiet time brought 
some senso of better things, else forgotten and 
unattainable, into his mind. Of late, the neg- 
lected bed in the Temple court had known him 
more seantily than ever; and often, when he 
had thrown himself upon it no longer than a few 
minates, he had got up again, and haunted that 
neighborhood. 
On a day in August, when Mr. Stryver (after 
notifying to his jackal that “he had thought 





stones 


spires 








first beams of the sun, | 


| you? 


better of that marrying matter’’) had carried | 


his delicacy into Devonshire, and when the sight 
and scent of flowers in the City streets had some 
waifs of goodness in them for the worst, of health 


bled in the silence that followed. 

She had never seen him softened, and was 
much distressed. He knew her to be so with- 
out looking at her, and said: 

“Pray forgive me, Miss Manette. I break 
down before the knewledge of what I want to 
say to you. Will you hear me?” 

“If it will do you any good. Mr, Carton, if 
it would make you happier, it would make me 
very glad!” 

“ God bless you fur your sweet compassion !” 

He unshaded his face after a little while, and 
spoke steadily. 

“Don’t be afraid to hear me. 
from any thing I say. I am like one who died 
young. All my life might have been.” 

“No, Mr. Carton. I am sure that the best 
part of it might still be; I am sure that you 
might be mach, much worthier of yourself.” 

** Say of you, Miss Manette; and althouzh I 
know better—although in the mystery of my 
own wretched heart I know better—I shall nev- 
er forget it!” 

She was pale and trembling. He came to 
her relief with a fixed despair of himself which 
made the interview unlike any other that could 
have been holden. 

** If it had been possible, Miss Manette, that 
you could have returned the love of the man you 
see before you—self-flung away, wasted, drunk- 
en, poor creature of misuse as you know him to 
be—he would have been conscious this day and 
hour, in spite of his happiness, that he would 
bring you to misery, bring you to sorrow and 
repentance, blight you, disgrace you, pull you 
down with him. I know very well that you can 
have no tenderness for me; I ask for none; I 
am even thankful that it can not be.” 

““ Without it, can I not save you, Mr. Carton ? 
Can I not recall you—forgive me again !—to a 
better course? Can I in no way repay your 
confidence? I know this is a confidence,” she 
modestly said, after a little hesitation, and in 
earnest icars. “I know you would say this to 
no one else. Can I turn it to no good account 
for yourself, Mr, Carton ?” 

He shook his head. 

“To none. No, Miss Manette, to none. If 
you will hear me through a very little more, all 
you ean ever do for me is done. I wish you to 

now that you haye been the last dream of my 
soul. In my tion I have not been so 
degraded but that the sight of you with your 
father, and of this home made such a home by 
you, has stirred old shadows that I thought had 
died out of me. Since I knew you I have been 
troubled by a remorse that I thought would 
never reproach me again, and have heard whis- 
pers from old voices impelling me upward, that 

I thought were silent for ever. I have had un- 
formed ideas of striving afresh, beginning anew, 
shaking off sloth and sensuality, and fighting 
out the abandoned fight. A dream, all a dream, 
that ends in nothing, and leaves the sleeper 
where he lay down! but 1 wish you to know 
that you inspired it.” 

** Will nothing of it remain? 
ton, think again! try again!” 

“No, Miss Manette; all through it I have 
known myself to be quite undeserving. And 


Don’t shrink 


Oh, Mr, Car- 


| yet I have had the weakness, and have still the 


weakness, to wish you to know with what a sud- 
den mastery you kindled me, heap of ashes that 
I am, into fire—a fire, however, inseparable in 
its nature from myself, quickening nothing, 
lighting nothing, doing no service, idly burning 
away.” 

‘Since it is my misfortune, Mr. Carton, to 
have made you more unhappy than you were 
before you knew me—” 

“Don't say that, Miss Manette, for you would 
have reclaimed me, if any thing could. You 
will not be the cause of my becoming worse.” 

“Since the state of your mind that you de- 
scribe, is, at all events, attributable to some in- 
fluence of mine—this is what I mean, if I can 
make it plain—can I use no influence to serve 
Have I no power for good with you at 
all?” 

“The utmost good that I am capable of now, 
Miss Manette, I have come here to realize. Let 
me carry through the rest of my misdirected 
tife the remembrance that I opened my heart 
to you, last of all the world, and that there was 
something left in me at this time which you 
could deplore and pity.” 

“Which I entreated you to believe, again and 
again, most fervently, with all my heart, was 
capable of better things, Mr, Carton!” 





“ Entreat me to believe it no more, Miss Ma- 
nette. I have proved myself, and I know bet- 
ter. I distress you; 1 draw fast to an end. 
Will you Jet me believe, when I recall this day, 
that the last confidence of my life was reposed 
in your pure and innocent breast, and that it 
lies there alone, and will be shared by no one?” 

“If that will be a consolation to you, yes.” 

‘‘Not even by the dearest one ever to be 
known to you?” 

“Mr. Carton,” she answered, after an agi- 
tated pause, “the secret is yours, not mine; 
and I promise to respect it.” 

“Thank you. And again, God bless you!” 

He put her hand to his lips and moved toward 
the door. 

‘‘Be under no apprehension, Miss Manette, 
of my ever resuming this conversation by so 
much as a passing word. I will never refer to 
it again. If I were dead that could not be surer 
than it is henceforth. In the hour of my death 
I shall hold sacred the one good remembrance 
—and shall thank and bless you for it—that my 
last avowal of myself was made to you, and that 
my name, and faults, and miseries, were gently 
carried in your heart. May it otherwise be 
light and happy!” 

He was so unlike what he had ever shown 
himself to be, and it was so sad to think how 
much he had thrown away, and how much he 
every day kept down and perverted, that Lucie 
Manette wept mournfully for him as he stood 
looking back at her. 

“Be comforted!” he said, “I am not worth 
such feeling, Miss Manette. An hour or two 
hence, and the low companions and low habits 
that I scorn but yield to, will render me less 
worth such tears as those than any wretch who 
creeps along the streets. Be comforted! But 
within myself I shall always be toward you what 
Iam now, though outwardly I shall be what you 
have heretofore seen me. The last supplica- 
tion but one I make to you is, that you will be- 
lieve this of me.” 

“*T will, Mr. Carton. 
may.” 

“ My last supplication of all is this, and with 
it I will relieve you of a visitor with whom I 
well know you have nothing in unison, and be- 
tween whom and you there is an impassable 
space. It is useless to say it, I know, but it 
rises out of my soul. For you, and for any dear 
to you, I would do any thing. If my career 
were of that better kind that there was any op- 
portunity or capacity of sacrifice in it, I would 
embrace any sacrifice for you and for those dear 
to you. Try to hold me in your mind, at some 
quiet times, as ardent and sincere in this one 
thing. The time will come, the time will not 
be long in coming, when new ties will be formed 
about you—ties that will bind you yet more 
tenderly and strongly to the home you so adorn 
—the dearest ties that will ever grace and glad- 
den you. Oh, Miss Manette, when the little 
picture of a happy father's face looks up in 
yours, when you see your own bright beauty 
springing up anew at your feet, think now and 
then that there is a man who would give his 
life to keep a life you love beside you!” 

He said, “* Farewell!” said “ A last God bless 
you!” and left her. 


I am certain that I 
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Sigler, Horace V., Agent, 215 Centre, 


Fowler & Wells, 303 Broadway. 


Paint Manufacturers. 
Hall & Cornell, 123 Maiden Lane. 


EASTMAN’S 
White Mountain Guide-Book. 
Ross & Tousey, Wholesale Agents, N. Y. 


BEFORE STARTING FOR THE COUN- 
TRY, PURCHASE ONE OF THE FOLLOW. 
ING BOOKS. YOU WILL CERTAINLY ENJOY 
YOUR TRIP MORE: 











ACADIA. By Fred. S. Cozzens. lvol.,cloth. $I. 





~ FRUITS, FLOWERS, AND FARMING. By Henry 
Ward Beecher. $1 25. 


VIEWS AND EXPERIENCES OF RELIGIOUS SUB. 
JECTS. By Henry Ward Beecher. $1 25. 


PICTURES OF COUNTRY LIFE. By Alice Cary. $1. 





NOTES FROM BEECHER'S DISCOURSES. $1. 
MME. LE VERT’S SOUVENIRS OF TRAVEL. $2. 





THE SPARROWGRASS PAPERS. New Edition. $1. 


For sale on the Cars and Steamboata, 
DERBY & JACKSON, Publishers, 
New York. 





YARDLEY & STATHAD’S 
ORIGINAL HONEY SOAP. 


The superior qualities of this celebrated soap are too 
well known in Europe and America to need any recom- 
mendation. It is regarded as indispensably necessary in 
all families, both as a companion to the toilet and for 
general use. Numerous imitations have been introduced, 
and purchasers should see that the maker's names are 
impressed on each piece of soap. 

Sole Agents for the United States, 

J. W. NORCROSS & CO., 
Importers of Druggists’ Fancy Goods, 
91 Fulton Street, New York, ol Milk Street, Boston. 


Love (L’Amour). 

Translated from M. Michelet's great 

© French work. “ No volume is at pres- 

ent exciting more lively interest and enriosity through- 

out the country than this. Praised by some, and con- 

demned by others, it is the ‘ sensation’ book of the day.” 

A fifth edition printing. One volume, muslin. Price $1. 

*,” Sent by mail, postane paid, on receipt of the price, 
by RUDD & CARLETON, Publishers, 

130 Grand Street, New York. 

















Designed for the use of the Medical Profession and the 
Family, having superseded the so-called * Gins—* Ar- 
omatic,” “‘ Cordial,” “ Medicated,” &c., is now indorsed 
by all of the prominent physicians, chemists, and con- 
noisseurs as possessing all of those in/rinsic medicinal 
qualities (tonic and diuretic) which belong to an old and 
pure Gin. Pet up in quart bottles and sold by all drug- 
gists, grocers, &c. 

A. M. BININGER & CO., 
(Esta ‘lished in 1778.) SOLE TROPRIETORS, 
No. 338 Broadway, N. Y. 





Where Baldness Exists, ‘t causes « new 
growth of soft, glossy, ringletty hair; gray hairs or whisk- 
ers, by its use, speedily assume the pristine coler and 
flexibility of youth. Jt is not a Dye, simply a great 
Chemical Discovery, celebrated as Jvies Havers Eau 
Atuentenne, or Harn Restorer, and sold by all Drug- 
gists, and by Jotes Haver & Co., No. 704 Cugstxct 
Sruzer, Philadelphia. 


Raa WHITE ALMOND SOAP 
and FAMILY BAR SOAP are confidently recom- 
mended for their emollient properties and delightful 
aroma. 
Sold sh the Trade. 
RIMMEL, Perfumer, London and Paris. 








THE OXYGENATED BITTERS. 
THE OXYGENATED BITTERS. 
THE OXYGENATED BITTERS. 


Cure Dyspepsia, Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Indigestion. 
Cure Heart Burn, Heart Burn, Acidity, Acidity. 

Cure Water Brash, Water Brash, Jaundice, Jaundice. 
Cure Liver Complaint, Liver Complaint, Debility. 
Cure Fever and Ague, Bilious Complaints. 

Cure Headache, Costivencess, Piles, Nervousness. 
Cure Flatulency, Neuralgia, Female Complaints, 

These Bitters are so well known as the most remarkable 
and efficient yet discovered for the absolute and rapid 
cure of the above diseases, that it is altogether unnecess1- 
ry to enlarge upon ts merite. 

& W. TOWLE & CO., Proprietors, Boston. 
Sold everywhere. 
THE OXYGENATED BITTERS. 
THE OXYGHBNATED BITTERS. 


THE OXYGENATED BITTERS. 
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New Freezing Process for Men and Wine. 
BY MENLY L. DALZELL. 

Oh! summer is upon us, 
With her roses ‘and her flowers; 

The woods are full of melody, 
The bees are in their bowers; 

The surf comes leaping to the shore, 
The sea is calm and bright 

And all-the children of Bon Ton 
Prepare for sudden flight. 

To Newport, Saratoga, 
To Islip and Nahant, 

To Sharon and to Lebanon, 
Our glittering crowds levant; 

They go for popes | zephyrs, 
For purer air and skies, 

And the wretch compelled to pant at home, 
With envy vainly sighs! 

But mark you all the Fatuens, 
And mark you all the Sons, 

Ere they pack their rods and fishing-gear, 
Their tackle and their guns— 

Oh! almost every man and nor 
Who aught of comfort knows, 

Will visit Surra, in Futon Steer, 
And BUY 50ME SUMMER CLOTUES! 

For these garments are the jauntiest 
That ever yet were worn— 

The gayest, cheapest, prettiest, 
By mortal ever borne ; 

The suits, we mean, called zeruyn svits 
Which are se cool and nice, 

That if you wrap them round a flask, 
THE WINE WILL NEED NO 108 

entice 


“Twin Temples of 
Fashion,” 


ONE PRICE— NO DEVIATION. 
The Price is marked on all the 
Goods in Plain Figures. 


SMITH BROTHERS, 
The Marble Stores, 


122, 138, and 140 


Fulton Street, 
Between Broadway & William 8t., 


THOMAS SMITH, mt 





ROBERT L. SMITH, 


NEW YORK. 
J. SMITH RICE. 





COZZENS’ | 
West Point Hotel 


is 
NOW OPEN. 


LA TOURETTE HOUSE, 
Bencenx Potnt, Hewson Co., N. J. 
Wesley W. Hill (ate of the Lafarge House), Proprietor. 

This fashionable Stemmer [Motel is beautifully situated 
on the banks of the Kill von Kull, opposite Staten Island. 
Excellent Bathing, Boating, Fishing, and Driving in the 
immediate vicinity. Gentlemen with their families vis- 
iting New York, will find this House as convenient as a 
hotel in town, as it takes no longer time (only 35 minutes 
by Steamboat) to reach it, than to go from South Ferry 
to Union Square, 





AKE HOPATCONG HOUSE, AT 
LAKE HOPATUONG, NOW OPEN. 
Gentlemen with their families, or single gentlemen, 
can make arrangements for Summer Board at reasonable 
prices. Parties wiching that rare amusement, viz. : 
“GOOD FISHING,” can enjoy it at this beautiful place 
to perfection; also, GOOD BATHING, It is two-and-a- 
half hours’ ride from New York, by Morris and Essex 
Railroad to Drakeville station, where stages will be in 
waiting to convey passengers to the Hlouse, a distance 
of three miles. Post Office address—Drakeville, Morris 
county, N. J, J. ul. D! Avis. 


CONGRESS HALL, 
Saratoga Springs. 


This well-kept and fashionable HOTEL IS NOW 
OPEN for the Season. Apartments can be engaged by 
addressing the Proprietors, 

HATHORN & McMICHARS, 


Long Branch, N. J. 
Howland’s Hotel, 


is 
Now Open for the Season. 


Ohio White § Sulphur Springs, 


OPEN TO VISITORS SEEKING HEALTH OR PLEASURE, 
FROM JUNE IsT TO OCTORER I6T. 


ACCOMMODATIONS for OVER 500 VISITORS. 


The Ohio Warrs Su_ruvr Sraixcs are situated in 
Delaware County, 18 miles North of Columbus, (the 
Capitol of Obie) on the Sciota River. 

The medicinal qualities of these Springs are unsur- 
passed by those of any other Mineral Waters in the 
United States. 

For Room or other information, address 

ANDREW WILSON, Jz 
White Sulphur Springs, Ohio. 


INTERNATIONAL HOTEL 
~ ’ 
NIAGARA FALLS. 

ROBERT B. COLEMAN, late of the firm of COLE- 
MAN & STETSON, of the Astor House, and more re- 
cently engaged at the St. Nicholas Llotel, New York, has, 
in connection with his son, FREDERICK W. COLEMAN, 
opened the above-named elegant house, which, having 
been enlarged and greatly improved, renders it very de- 
sirable to visitors at this the grandest of watering places. 


TRENTON FALLS. 


This most picturesque of the WATER FALLS OF 
AMERICA can now be reached at a small expense from 
Utica by Railroad. 





N. B. Three trains a day. 








FINELE & LYON’S 


SEWING MACHINES, 


For Family Use, Tailoring Purposes, Saddlery, <&c. 
Warranted to give better satisfaction than any other 
machine in market, or money refunded. Agents 
wanted. 


503 BROADWAY, 
Next to the St. Nicholas Hotel. 


(TIPrany & CO, 
Manufacturers, 
No. Broadway, New York, and 


Rue 
DIAMONDS, AND OTHER PRECIOUS STONES. 
FINE JEWELRY. WATCHES. 

Strver Ware, Pratep Wane, Tasie Cur.ery ; 
Croces, Bronzes, Anristic Gas Fixtones, 
Desks, Deesstxe-Cases, Work-Boxes, J swe.-Loxns, 
Fans, Kron Poror.aty, 

And many other Articles of Art and Lurury 

The only Senate in New York for the eale of ‘Chas. 
Frodsham's Watches, whose superiority over any other 
some i time-pieces ever made is unquestionably estab- 
ishe 

Every article ig marked in plain figures the Lowest 
Price at which it will be sold. 

We cordially extend to strangers an invitation to in- 
spect our stock, assuring all that a call will incur not the 
least obligation to pordias. 





ROTESTANT FRENCH INSTI. 

TUTE for YOUNG GENTLEMEN, in New York, 
No. 48 East 24th Street, near Madison Park. Boarding 
and Day School, CLasstcan and Commerzouan This 
institution will be reopened on the 15th of September 
It presents a thorough course of instruction in all its 
branches, including the Spanish and German lauguages. 
The French is the language of the school. Comfortable 
arrangements for a limited number of pupils. Prospect- 
us, with testimonials, the names of my pupils and of 
their parents during the past roug years, dec., to be had 

Prof. ELIE CHARLIER, Director. 

References: Paris, Rev. Dr. F. Monod. 

Geneva, Rev. Dr. Merle d Aubigné 
Washington, Hon, Lewis Cass, Secretary of State. 
Leston, Prof. L, Agassiz. 

Princeton, Prof. A. Guyot. 

New York, C. King, President of Columbia College. 
Kev. Dr. I. Ferris, Chancellor of the N. Y. University. 
tev. Dr. 8. H. Tyng. 

Rev. Dr. F. Hawka. 





FOR THE 


PIANO FORTE. 


Mr. Grobe is so well known, that any remarks as to 
his qualifications would be superfiuous. Suffice it to 
say, that he bas produced in his New Method a work for 
elementary teaching superior to any other. It is emi- 
nently the Book for the People, and as the result of the 
ripe experience of the author, it is invaluable to Teacher 
or Pupil. Nothing is anticipated, nothing hurried. The 
Pupil is led by easy, pleasant, and grad“al means to the 
decired end. The dryness so often complained of in 
works of instruction is altogether avoided, and the P’ub- 
lishers believe it to be the most simple, clear, progress- 
ive, and judicious system of instruction extant. The 
work contains ten engraved figures, illustrating the dif- 
ferent positions of the hands and fingers. The type is 
new and unusually beautiful and distinct. The paper 
the whitest and best, and the bi nding handsome. Price 
$2 00; in Cloth, $3 00. Copies sent by mail, postage 
paid, on receipt of the marked price. The trade supplied. 
A handsome discount to Teachers and Seminaries 


FIRTH, POND & CO., 547 Broadway, 
New York. 


_LEE & ‘WALEER. Philadelphia. 


IMMEL'S TOILET VINEGAR is 

far superior to Eau de Cologne as a lotion for the 

Toilet or Bath, a reviving Perfume and a powerful Dis- 
infectant. 

Sold by all the Trade. 

E. RIMMEL, Forfemer, Leads London and Paria. 





‘fot Ward's Worcestershire Sauce. 


Is the TRUE Woreestershire Sauce. Is excellent for all 
purposes, 

ASK FOR, and HAVE ONLY LORD WARD'S 

Ueed at every Hotel, and sold by all Grocers and 
Fruit Dealers. 

Wholesale and for Exportation, by 

JONATHAN JONES & CO,, 
46 Broad Street, New Yerk. 

Sold Retail by the Grocers and Fruit Houses. Half 

Pints, 30 cents per bottle; Pints, 50 cents per bottle. 





Singer's Sewing Machines. 
New Styles. 
From $50 to $125. 


Srncrn's Famiry Macunyrs, the priet of which is only 
$50, is a light and elegantly decorated Maclitne, capable 
of performing, in the best style, all the sewing of a pri- 
vate family. 

Stxcrr’s Staxparp Macutnes for manufacturing 
purpeses are well known to be without any successful 
rival In the market. Much has recently been published 
in regard to various stitches made by Sewing Machines. 
Singer's Machines make the best stitch ever invenced, 
and do it in the best style. A great discount is made to 
clergymen. 

Send for a copy of I. M. Singer & Co.'s Gazette, which 
contains full information about prices, sizes, etc., of Sew- 
ing Machines, and will be supplied gratis. 

I. M. SINGER & CO., 
No, 458 Broadway, New York. 


THE GREAT BOOK or THE SEASON. 


The Life of Garibaldi, 


WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 








TRANSLATED BY TIIEODORE DWIGIIT. 
WITH A PORTRAIT ON STEEL. 
Price One Dollar. Just published by 


A. 8. BARNES & BURR, 
5i and 53 John Street. 


Grover & Baker’s 


CELEBRATED 
Noiseless Family Sewing Machines, 
At Reduced Prices. 


Offices of Exhibition and Sale — 495 Broadway, New 
York ; 18 Summer Street, Boston; 730 Chestnut Street 
Vhiladetphia; 151i Baltimore Street, Maltimere ; 58 West 
Fourth Street, Cincinnati, 


ty" SEND FOR A CIRCULAR. .4) 
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PIESSE 


& 
LUBIN’S, | 
Oe every eae PERFUMERY, 
a le Sold by all 
‘SWEET SCENT Druggists in | 
) THE FLOWER OF THE every city. 


KISS-ME-QUICK a 
FRANGIPANNI Wholesale 
Agent, 

J. PHuirs, 


87 Pearl St. 
New: York. 


THE 
Dred Scott Decision. 


OPINION OF CHIEF-JUSTICE 
ROGER B. TANEY, 
WITH AN INTRODUCTION, 
BY DR. J. H. VAN BYRIE. 


ALSO, 
AN APPENDIX, 
Dy SAM. A. CARTWRIGHT, M.D., of New Orleans, 
ENTITLED, 





BAYARD TAYI or S NEW WORK 


G. P. Purwam, Agent for the Auth 
Early in anes st, 
TRAVELS IN GREECE AND RUSSIA, 
With an EXCURSION TO CRETE 
By BAYARD TAYLOR 
With Steel Flaten, * Delphi” and the Church of St. Ba- 
» Mescow. 1 vol. 12mo $i & 
e904 More ee and graphic than eit) 
decessors."’ 
Also, new editions of BAYARD TAYLOR'S TRAY 
ELS, 7 vols., $9 25; Sheep, $11 00: alr « alf, extra 
| $17 00, 


s 32 50 |; ASHLAND INST. and 

MUSICAL ACADEMY, takill 

PEK QUARTER Mountains, Bothsexes. Students 

| received any time ) partieniars, address Rev. iEN 

RY J. FOX, A.M., Ashland, N. Y., of D. G. HUBBARD, 
Kag., 52 Broadway 


or, will publish 


ver of its pre- 


ALL NORTHERN TRAVELLERS 
SHOULD PROOURE TRAT SPLENDID FicTORIAL maNp- 
BOOK, 


. . 
Hunter’s Panoramic Guide, 
FROM NIAGARA FALLS TO QUEBEC 
Being a perfect picture of those portions of the Canadas 
through which the river ®t. Lawrence flows. This «plen- 
did panorama is tweive feet in length, and comprires 
most beautif«l and highly @ulshed views of the Falis of 
Niagara, the Thousand Tslands, the Rapids, Victoria 
Bridge, the cities of Montreal, Toronto, Kingston, Que 
bee, &e., and numerous amaller places, together with 70 
pages of illustrated letter-press Cescriptious of Canadian 
scenery, similar to the Europ@an Hand-Books of the 
Rhine, &e. Ve can give employment to 1000 TRAY. 

ELLING AGENTS in sel ling this beaut iful bouk 
Price $1 at retail 
JOHN PP. JEWETT & CO., Publishers, Boston 





“Natural History of the Prognathous 
Race of Mankind.” 


ORIGINALLY WRITTEN FoR THE New Yous DAr-Boox. | dere it ant A 
| ere sor and beautiful 





THE GREAT WANT OF A BRIEF PAMPHLET 
containing the famous decision of Chief-Justice Taney, 
in the celebrated Dred Scott Case, has induced the Pub- 
lishers of the Day-Boox to present this edition to the 
public, Tt contains a Historical Introduction by Dr. Van 
Evrie, author of “ Negroes and Negro Slavery,” and an 
Appendix by Dr. Cartwright, of New Orleans, in which 
the physical differences between the negro and the white 
races are forcibly presented. As a whole, this pamphlet 
gives the historical, legal, and physical aspects of the 
** Slavery” Question in a concise compass, and should be 
circulated by thousands before the next presidential elee- 
tion. All who desire to answer the arguments of the 
abolitionists should read it. In order to place it before 
the masses, and induco Democratic Clubs, Democratic 
Town Committees, and all interested in the cause, to or- 
der it for distribution, it has been put down at the fol- 
lowing low rates, for which it will be sent, freo of post 
age, to any part of the United States. Dealers supplied 
at the same rate. 


Single Copies ......seccrececerences $0 25 

Five Copies .......0+0e0eees coon EO 

Twelve Coples .......+.+- oevccecees 200 

Fifty Copies .......sceseeccees oes TO 

One Hundred Copies ........++++++ 12 00 

Every additional Hundred.......... 10 00 
Address 


VAN EVRIE, HORTON, & CO., 
Publishers of Day-Boox, 
No. 40 Ann Street, New York. 


. 
Ayer’s Cathartic Pills, 
FOR ALL THE PURPOSES OF A 
PURGATIVE MEDICINE. 
For Cesrrvenrss ; 
For tne Cuns or Drerereta; 
For JAUNDICE: 
For tus Cure or Ixpiozstion; 
For Heapacnug; 
For tux Cunt or Drsewrenr; 
For a Fou. Stomacn; 
Fer tus Cuse or Exrstrecas; 
For tax Prix; 
For tax Cure OF Bororvna ; 
Tor att ScrorvLovs ComPpLarnTs ; 
For tux Cunz or Riteomarisx ; 
For Diseases OF THE Sxrn ; 
For rus Curns or Liven Comwriatyt; 
Fou Dnorsy; 
Fou rae Cerne or Terres, Trwons, Any Saut ures; 
For Worms; 
For tus Curs or Govt; 
Fou a Diswen Pr; 
For tas Cure op Newnateta; 
For Pvairrixe tae Boop. 

They are sugar-coated, so that the most sensitivecan 
take them pleasantly, and being purely vegetable, no 
harm can arise from their use in any quantity. 

Price 25 cents per Box; Five Boxes for $1 00. 

PREPARED BY 
DR. J. C. AYER & CO., 
LOWELL, MASS. 
Sold by all Druggists everywhere. 


~ One Hundred Songs of Scotland. _ 


MUSIC AND WORDS. The most complete Collec- 
tion of National, Patriotic, Sentimental, and Humerous 
Seotch Songs issued in one volume, Price 30 cents 


Publis hed by OLIVER DITSON & CO., Boston. 
| ) IMMEL’ s BOUQUET —. _ AL 7 THE 


YEAR ROUND, and WOOD VIOLET, are the | 
leading Perfumes in Paris and London. 
Sold by all the Trade. 
EB. RIMMEL, Perfumer, London and Paria. 


kK LLIOT & PATTEN—Examine Inventions 
4 and procure American and Foreign Patents. /t- 
ent Agency opposite main entrance of l’atent Office 
Building, Washington City, D. ¢ 


$3 PER MONTH. — Wanted in every 
State, good Canvassers and Agents at $30 
per month and expenses paid. 
re T particulars send full address to S. F. FRENCH & 
CO., 121 Naseau Street, N. 








+ ANDS’ SARSAPARILLA. — The great 


h American Remedy for Purifying the Blood—com- 
bines in iteelf the properties of an Antiseptic, a mild 
Cathartic, and a tonic. It quickly removes from the 


bieod, and other Guids of the body, the impurities of un- 
healthy secretions which engender and feed disease. 

Prepared and sold by A. B. & D. SANDS, Druggiste, 
No. 100 Fulton Street, New York. 


| IMMEL’'S ROSE-LEAF POWDER 


imparts a delicate rosy hue to the skin, and ren 


Sold by all the Trade 
RIMMEL, Perfwmer, Lonton and Paria 


ECTURES FOR 1859—60 TO 
4 MANAGERS OF YOUNG MEN'S ASBOUTIA 
TIONS, INSTITUTES, LYCEUMS, &e., Ae 


As the Subseriber is desirous of soon maxing hi« ar 
rangements for Lect#res to be delivered by him t 
the next Autufiin and Winte season, TS7OH0_ he 


spectiully requests the Committees to address him as 
soon as may be coereni ont 
PARK BENJAMIN, 24 West 17th Street, New York 


Jane 16, 1859. 


a ny Number of Hanren's Macazixe contains 
rom 20 to 50 page and fro ne third to ¢ half 


tinore reading than any other in the country 


A Splendid Number. 


HARPER’S 
NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE 


FOR AUGUST 
Content 
THE CRUISE OF THI! ssn Xx.” 

Illustrated hy Eleven I ngravings 

A FOREST STORY rHE HUNTING-GROUNDS 
OF THE SARANA( By T. Appreonw Kictarp 

Illustrated by Thirteen Engraviogs 
THE MUSICIANS OF OUR WooDS 

Illustrated by Twenty-nine Engravings 
MY WIFE 
WHATLL YOU DRINK? 

A BALLAD 

VISITORS. 

HNEXAMETERS AT JAMESTOWN 

ISABELL BERNARD'S LESSON. 

LEGAL WIT 

MARGARET STUART 

THE VIRGINIANS By W. M. Tuacwecaar 

ILLUSTRATIONS. — The Patron.—Milea's Whistle 

Four Head-Pieces 

Chapter LXXX. Pocahontas 

Chapter LXXXI. Res Angusta Domi. 

Chapter LXXXII. Miles’s Moidore. 

Chapter LAXXIIT. Troubles and Consolations 
MONTHLY RECORD OF CURRENT EVENTS 
LITERARY NOTICES 
EDITORS TABLE. 

EDITOR'S EASY CHAIR 
OUR FOREIGN BUREAU 
EDITORS DRAWER 
MASTER CHARLEY'S FOURTH OF JULY 
Taverna Tio~s.—Master Charley as Washington 
The Acetdent.— The Rescue. — Was like.—Triump Ite 
ward of Valor.—The Battle of Bunker's Hill.—Persona 
Combat. — A Gallant Charge Firing Crackers. A 
Explosion. —Finia. 
FASHIONS FOR AUGUST 
ILLUSTRATIONS Morning Costame and Chi'd's 
Dress. —Hurnous.—lioy's Scorch Cap 


TERMS 


One Copy for One Year 4 $3 06 
Two Copies for One Year 500 
Three or more Copies for One Year (each) 2 00 

And an Extra Copy, gratis, for every Ciub of Tew Son 
SCRI NERS. 


Hanrma’s Wrex.y and llanren’s Maga rine, toget 
er, one year, $4 00 
The Postage upon “liauren’s Magazine must tx 
paid at the ice where if is received, The 
Thirty-siz Cents a@ year. 
HARPER & BROTIERS, PUBLISII Uns 


Postage is 


HARPER'S w EEKLY. 


A FIRST-CLASS ILLUSTRATED PaAreR, 
THE BEST AND CILEAPEST 
FAMILY NEWSPAPER IN THE WORLD 
Five Cents a Nowuen: $7 50 «4 Year 
MR. CHARLES DICKENS'S New Serial. entitled “A 
TALE OF TWO CITIES,” Splendidly Miustrated by 
Mol. ENAN, was commenced in ‘* Harper's Weekly” for 
May 7, and will be continued from week to week 1 
completed 
GEO. WILLIAM CURTI&’S Titnetrated & 
of American Life, entitied “ TRUMPS,” was cor 
in “* Harper's Weekly” for April 9 


riai Tale 


TERMS OF HARPER'S WEFELY 


One Copy for Twenty Weeks $1 00 
One Copy for One Year ee 
One Copy for Two Years . ine § 410 
Five Copies for One Year > 9 
Twelve ¢ oples for One Yea: ~”) wo 
Twenty-five Coptes for One Year 40 00 


An Extra Copy will be ailowed for every Club of Twmve 
Or TWENTY-FIVE SU msoninees 
Trums von Apvantisine.—P fly Cents a Line 
A Liberal Discount will be mad in 
Advertise for three Months or more 





** Persons living in the City hing 
«Harper 8s Weekly‘ left at their houres, + please send 
their names and residences, with the subscription mon. 


ey, to the Office of Publication 
MARPER & BROTHERS, Pue.isnens, 
Fraokiia Square, New York, 
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AMERICAN WOMEN. 


Under this head the Graefenberg Company. of No. 32 
Pazx Row, New York, hare published a series of arti 
cles upon the diseases peculiarly affecting women, and 
which are met with in nine tenths of all women in the 
country; upon Consumption, the great scourge of the 
| American Continent; and upon all the diseases incid: 
to this country and climate. 

In these articles the Graefenberg Company bave proved 
their eminent position as a Chartered Medical Instity, 





ne 
net 


























t : tion, and have based their claim to confidence upon the 
= fact that they have studied the laws of nature rather than 
ti the laws of Galen and Hippocrates, and have applied 
, common sense principles to the plainly -required necessi. 
i ties exhibited by symptoms of local or general derang>- 
ment. 
: The proof of their successful treatment is found in 
testimony from leading physicians of all schools, from 
” public and private individuals who have tested the rem- 
: | edies, from clergymen who have witnessed their im- 
} | mense value upon the health of their churebes, and from 
| notices given in the leading journals of the day. 
¢ 
(From tue New Yore Tursryz.] 
The GRAEFENBERG FAMILY REMEDIES are 
Most valuable. In the universal and distressing diseases 
of women, the remedies are gentle, judicious, and sure ly 
| effective. 
' 
1 (From tux New Yore Times.) 
i The GRAEFENBERG COMPANY have refitted their 
rooms, so that every accommodation is afforded those 
: who desire the personal advice of the consulting physi- 
cian. All invalids, and strangers visiting the city, who 
require professional advice, had better call upon him. 
‘ Dr. Bridge is a regular physician, of fine attainments, 
and of great judgment and discrimination in the treat- 
ment of disease, Office and salesrooms, 392 Park Row, 
New York. 
THE GRAEFENBERG MARSHALL'S 
| 
UTERINE CATHOLICON 
Is offered as a certain cure in cases accompanied with 
any of the following symptoms: 
| Irreguiarities—W eakness— Faintness— 
Deranged Appetite—Sallow Complexion— 
| Pain in the Back and Kidneys—Chill 
: Cold Hands and Feet—Bloatings—Feverishness 
= : —— Neuralgia—Palpitation of the Heart— 
: . a : ‘ — ; | Dizzincss— Nervousness— H eadache— Restlessness— 
Fs 111 ear Mr. Butt, I'm eo glad I’ve found you. Here's a little Subscription-List for a suffering Disturbed Sleep—Flushes of Heat—General I’ain— 
Charct y a very miserable Chur Mr. Bott —all of white marble—situate in a wretched locality—west side of Union Square—dread- Crawling and Pain ia the Spine and between the Shoul 
‘ : , e " , ders— 
listre ot Gal bnestion enad RELI ith c , , » ds . , . ' ; amttw “ 
f Ni : Question, good Mr Be LL, with whi h, in reality, it has nothing to do, but then, you know, there’s humanity to con Acid Stomach—Nauses—Indigestion— 
~and the Congregation are really very badly off, indeed—quite a number of them, I assure you, haven't over twenty thousand a year: so, my Difficult Passing of Urine with Heat or Smarting— 
£ generous, Me. Buus, put your nam for a trifle for the sake of the distressed pastor (who really lives in a love of a parsonage) and the Itching—Burning or Irritation to the Uterine Organs— 
aisles ieeailania Nightmare— Despair—H ysterics—Anxiet) 
: my ‘aie a ; ‘ “ : - Red face—Nervous Twitching—Starting—Constiy r 
Joun Born “ Wi NicGers again Good gracious, Madam! am I never to get clear of Nicorers? Here are my Niccers in India, —Irritable Temper—Sadness—Depraved Appetite— 
who are eternaily rebelling; and my emancipated Niccers in the West Indies, who are costing me thousands of pounds to enable them to enjoy the Flatulence—Bloated and Irregular Bowels— 
: ‘tens i Inph >ai teri » 5 
ble gs of freedom and my Niccers in South Africa who make war upon me year after year to prevent me civilizing them; and my Coolie Unpleasant Decems—Faine ta the Uterine Organs 
‘ x fi é c Numbness and Pains in the Limbs— 
Niacers, who not only cost me something enormous, but get me shamefully abused in Exeter Hall; and now you actually come across the sea to Loss of Memory — Bewilderment — Soreness in the 
pester me a your An n Niccers. Upon my word, madam, I think I shall go mad on NicGers—and that you (excuse me for saying it) are | Feet—Pain in the Back. 
mad already! [See Report of the late Mission to England in search of aid for Dr. Cheever's Church, in Herald of July 3, 1859.] All euppressions in young givts, and the cough and de- 
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‘Lor, Adolphus! 
Apotrnvs (probably m the Iair-cutting line). ‘‘They do indeed, my Love! 
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how beautiful those Beans smell 
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DR. J. B. MARCHISI’S 





MANU PACTURERS 


delivered at the counter of anyagent. Do not confound | 


CELEBRATED | Dr. Marchisi with any vy > name. It can be _ in 
most every town. If not found, it can be sent by cx- OF ALL KINDS OF 
UTERINE CATHOLICON | press, Price $2 per bottle, or 8 bottles for $5. Notice Life- 
For the Relief and Cure of Suffering | Sapwes « P , 
& | BARNES & PARK, General Agents, Preserving 
Females, 13 and 15 PARK ROW, WN. Y. Garments 





With auch universal distress and suffering as saddens 
the female life, a really good Medicine must be their best 
friend The numerous cu f Irregularities, S« 
tions, Discharges, Uleerations, Falling Wombs, Leucor- 
rhea, &c., constan‘ly effected by Dr. Marchisi’s Cathol- 
icon, gives it a reputation and popularity never obtained 
by any other article. It does what it promises, and can 
be relied upou. When every thing has been tried, the 
best physicians consulted, years spent in anguish, and 
fortunes wasted, this Catholicon has restored health to 
the patient and gladness to the fireside. It is active and 
efficient in any form of disease peculiar to the female 
sex, and should never be dispensed with previous to and 
after confluement. Numerous letters testify that it is 

NEVER TAKEN WITHOUT BENEFIT. 

Daughters, Wives and Mothers! this medicine will 
eure you, It has been long and favorably known. As 
an evidence of its efficacy, the money will be refunded 
where results are not as indicated. A pamphict, with 
s, treatment, letters, d&c., sent gratis by mail, or 


Safety 
Bathing 
Dresses, 
Children’s 
Swimming 

Jackets, ke. 





Vest inflated. 
OFFICE and SALESROOM, 25% BROADWAY, 


4 Vest 
me (Opposite City Hall) NEW YORK. 
» » Company. 361 BROADWAY 539 


BRIDAL SETTS, 
Incorporated Jan. 1859. Tucker's £lowers, Feathers, and Miscellancous Items, 
Capital $125 000 


Are all reliable. 
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Vest not inflated. 
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cline so commonly attending them in the young, are re- 
heved quickly and surely by the Catholicon. 





In this connection Miss Beecuen, sister of the Rev 
Hexzy Warp Brecurr, in “ Letters to the People,” 
page 129, says: “I have nine sisters and sisters-in-law, 
and fourteen female cousins, all married, and all delicate 
and ailing. Amid the immense circle of my friends and 
acquaintance I can not recallitten married ladies, bern in 
this century and country, who are perfectly healthy 
In cases, however, where the GRAKFENBERG ( ATHOLIOON 
has been used, we must say that health has rapid 
taken the place of disease, and ladies have become 1 
bust, strong, vigorous, and healthy 


AFFIDAVIT. 
Maron's Orrice, Crry or Xew Yorn, 
April 16, 1859. 

Josnva F. Burpvor, of New Yor, being duly eworn, 
deposes and says that he is the attending and conen!ti: 
physician to the Graefenberg Company, No. 32 rk 
Row, New York; that he has had general supervision of 
the preparation of the Graefenberg Family Medicines for 
ten years, and that he has known their effect to have 
been uniformly good; that he has known the advertis: 
ments issued by the Company, and the certificates pub- 
lished, and he makes oath to their correctness and gen 
uine character, and that any person desiring proof shall 
be referred to the parties directly, or be otherwise con 
vinced of their entire accuracy. All persons interested 
may rely upon the statements of the Graefenberg Com- 










| pany with implicit confidence. 


Sworn to before me, this 16th day of April, 1559. 
DANIEL F. TIEMANN, 
Mayor of the City of New York. 





All of the Graefenberg Family Medicines are prepared 
by a skillful physician, and they may be relied upon in 
all cases for which they are recommended. They consist 
of eleven medicines, from which one may be selected 
adapted to the case. 





Ce For SaLe at tue Orrice or tor Gragren- 
nezg Comrany, No. 32 Panx Row, New Yor«. 


THE GRAEFENBERG COMPANY'S 
MARSHALL'S UTERINE CATHOLICON 


Is a certain cure for all female monthly irregularities, 
weaknesa, tumors, ulceration, inflammation, whites, fall- 
ing, and other local derangements of the uterine organs, 
as well as the constitutional troubles arising from them. 

Price $1 SO per bottle ; five bottles for $G, It can 
be safely sent by Express. 


te CAUTION, .< 1 
Aw Anticie, wnotty Unavrnorzen, Nearty Ke- 
S6EMELING THIS IN NAME AND LADEL, HAS BEEN FUT 
IN CIROULATION. 
Address Letters and orders to 
JOSHUA F. BRIDGE, M.D., 
Secretary and Consulting Physician, Graefenberg Com- 


pany, NO. 32 PARK ROW, NEW YORK. 





Invalids throughout the country may address DR 
BRIDGE concerning their health with perfect confidence. 

=“ If medicines are not ordered, and an extended 
opinion is required, the Letter must contain One Dollar 
to insure reply. 





The Graefenberg Manual of Health has been revised 
and improved, and elegantly illustrated with beautifully- 
colored Engravings of the human system. Sent by mail 
to any part of the country on receipt of 25 cents. It is 
a complete guide to all diseases and their cure. 


te Address JOSHUA F. BRIDGE, M_D., 
SzcpgetanyY GRarrexserc Comrany, 





32 PARK ROW, NEW YORK. 





